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DEDICATION. 



TO THOMAS CAMPBELL, ESQ. 

Resistless Prophet of a better hope. 

Thine is the strain to Troth and Freedom dear i 
At thy command no more we darkly grope 

Without an aim on an abandoned sphere : 
Strengthen'd, with life, and every ill to cope. 

The future we can view without a fear — 
At every step cheered by the charmer Hope— 

Her '* Pleasures*' we can tasfee> her music hear. 
To thee the poet's lay is sacred ever ; 

And well thou know'st the lovely Saxon land. 
Where I have- sought, with haply vain endeavoor. 

For flowers to bloom upon a foreign strand : 
And now I lay this tribute at thy feet — 
The Bard, the Patriot^ and the Sage to greet. 
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Thb foUowin; hamble uttempt-— which was resorted 
to by accideiity as a relaxation from more perplexing 
labours — to give an English dress to some of the 
lighter effasions of the German Muse, may have 
the effect, it is hoped, of drawing the attention 
of others more competent to the task, and of 
engagfing them, at leng^, to do that jastice to 
the PoetSf which the Novelists of Germany hare 
met with in this country. The Translator has stu- 
diooAly avoided, to the best of his knowledge, every 
thing which has been already introduced to the 
Kngliih reader ; for the field of German Poetry is 
ample enough for the cultivation of many labourers. 
It has also been his study to be '' true to the sense, 
but tm«r to the fame/' of the writers from wliova 
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The foUowin^ hamble attempt — which waa resorted 
to by acctdenty as a relaxation from more perplexing 
labonrs — to give an Bnglish dress to some of the 
lighter effasions of the German Mase, may have 
the ^fect, it is hoped, of drawing the attention 
of otiiers more competent to tiie task, and of 
engaging them, at leng^, to do that justice to 
the Poetij which the NovelitU of Germany haTe 
met with in this country. The Translator has sta- 
diooaly aToided, to the best of his knowledge, every 
thing which has been already introduced to the 
English reader ; for the field of German Poetry is 
ample enongh for the cultivation of many labourers. 
It has also been his study to be '* true to the sense, 
b«t tmar to the fame," of the writers from whom 



PREFACE. 

he has translated ; so that a strictly literal version 
will not be looked for. The fneasure of the ori- 
ginal has also for the mpiSt part been closely 
foUpwed. In all cases the Author's name is mentioned, 
or, if not known , the translations will be easily dis- 
tiflfniished from the origin|J j>ieces by the IVansllttor : 
Several of these have already appeared in varioas 
Newspapers and Perkdioais. 

; . < 

It wduld be' ettsy to enlarg^e the selections, and if 
ilife^'pnblic firfdr tbis attempt; perbapis the Trenslstbr 
inky be tfilcoaraged to ptode^. ' "' ' '-*''^ 
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Idbotild iaij spologjr be required for mixing up 
^iitieal sabj'ects with the purer aspirations (if ' the 
Bf ttse, tie hopes it will be found in those feelings, of 
eitMceni for the honot and prosperity of his' oountry, 
tl(^>hi6h the huriiblest indlYiduaT of ' t&is' favored 
littd is now daily becoming more an^ more a 
pliVtaker, by the diffuHiou of khowf edge' and the 

■ 

elLt^iision of' Wncatidn ib all classes. 
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6 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN, 

Fairer, climes there are — a lovelier spot 

Than the land where heaven hath fix'd our lot — 

As the in^idely-traveU'd pilgrim tells ; 
But for all that Nature hath denied us, 
On the smiling gifts of Art we pride us — 

As her genial warmth our bosom swells. 
Though the laurel blossoms not around, 
- And the myrtle shrinks at winter's voice — 
With the qlust'ring vine our brows are bound — 

And her nectar calls us to rejoice. 

On the mighty Thames — the nations' mart — 
Where all navies hasten and depart — 

Echo deeper sounds of busy trade ; 
There exchanging worlds their freights unlade — 
Mammon reigns supreme in every heart — 

And the costliest treasures ai^e displayed. 
But it is not on the troubled stream 

Sweird by torrents that the sun-beams play ; — 
Loves the best his calm and golden biiam 

On the silent lake at «ve to stray. 

Than the North — assigu'd to us by fate — 
Even the beggar hath a nobler home 

At St. Angelo's imperial gate — 
For he gazes on immortal Rome: 
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8 TRANSLATIONS FROM THB ««RMAN> 

. V ' f 

BALLAD/ ''' 

In imitation of the german. 



One kisft^ one last embrace 

Till war's alarm is o'er ; 
Yet, grieve not, sood ia holy plao^ 

Well ktteel, the priest before. 

Fair Adelaide shall thy sister be ;'' 
So playfiul, kisd and true ; ' 

Her lore shall seem as mine to theei 
Her soft eyes beaming through. 

Her Toice so soothiog, iauoceiit-^ 
Shall seem my inmost vow 

To thee from 'battle-havoc sent, 
As rank on rank I mow. 

Her song shdl haunt thy dreams, 
As some heaven-breaUiing air— ^ 

Till scarce the ravished spirit seems 
A portioner of care. 



WITH. OTHER POfiMS. 9 

As o'er the foe victorious, 

Even DOW I gaily see 
With wreaths and garlands glorious 

The maideus all in glee — 

To deck with love*s applauding 
The victor's throbbing brow, — 

Full many a bosom gladding — 
Witl^ joy> unknown till now — 

Ah ! then whiler I'm so far away 

Where .war's red banner low'rs — 
To grace our happy meeting-day. 

Keep fresh, the sweetest flowers ! 
» ■ 
One kiss, one last embrace, 

Till war's alarm is o'er ; 
Yet grieve not, soon in holy place, 

We'll kneel the priest before. 



10 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN, 



SONG. 

When love is in the heart, 
It sparkles in the eye — 

And blushes on the faded cheek— 
And speaks in many a sigh. 

Ahd higher eloquence is diere, 
Then if the tongue could tell — 

All its soft and tender care 
To her, belov'd so well ! 



WITH OTHER POEMS. II 



OPEN RESENTMENT. 

FROM 

Does dark revenge thy bosom swell. 
And malice stir thy heart ? 

O how can such within thee dwell 
While acting friendship's part ! 

Perhaps thy friend no evil meant ; 

And thou hast judg'd too fast: 
Perhaps, on reconcilement bent. 

He muses on the past. 

Be ever open in thy mood — 
Thou Son of old Germania 1 

Nor slily fawning — nor imbu'd 
With unrelenting mania ! 



12 TRANSLATro^S FROM TUB GERMAN, 



LINES FROM THE GERMAN. 

'< In dieten ktil'(fen HaUetu** 

Within these sacred walls. 
No vengeful passions dwell ; 

For love the wandVer calls. 
Back to the spot he fell — 

And leads him on, with friendly hand 

Rejoicing to the better land. 

Within these sacred gates. 
Where kindest feelings glow. 

No hidden traitor waits -« 
For love disarms the blow ; 

And should such joys delight thee not. 

Better the forest were thy lot. 

This cherish'd circle holds 

All that is bright and fair ; 

Approving heaven beholds 

Its image pictur'd there ; 

There gladly linger faith and love. 

And there Uie hope that points above! 



WITH OTHSR POEMS. 13 



LINES 

FROM 

For u8 is nature's smile 
Diffus'd o'er sea and isle ; 
For us — the firesh'ning dew 
Steals hill and valley through ; 
For us, within the wood — 
Are joys of sober mood : 
There sings the nightingale 
Her sweetest-warbled tale; 
For us the juicy vine 
Pours youth and mellow wine — 
As to the jingling glasses, 
A song of Schiller's passes. 
For us the flowery vale 
Wafts sweets on every gale. 
For us-7-are all things fair — 
On earthy and in the air ! 



14 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE 6KRMAN, 



WINTER SONG, 



FROM 



When once I kave the town behind 
What rapture animates my mind ! 
Rejoiced I hail heaven, earth, and sea, 
So dear is this fair scene to me ! 

Around I look with gladden'd eyes, 
Like some exulting bird that flies 
From forth its narrow prison door. 
And mounts and sings still more and more. 

And all around appears so fair. 
Though drest in winter's vesture bare ! — 
The frozen lake^-so hard and white ! — 
The woods in twinkling diamonds bright ! 

Among the branches to and fro 
The little songsters come and go, 
Rejoicing in the transient ray 
That streams upon the wither* d spray ! 



WITH OTUBR POEMS, 16 

Here infant seeds prepare to glow, . 
Peeping beneatk their covering snow : 
Down to the vale the roebuck hies. 
Where soft sweet moss attracts his eyes. 

Whatever phange thy features mould, 
Nature, to me, thou'rt never old ! 
Nature ! so kind and true a mate, 
And yet so awful and so great! 



THE MARTYRED MISSIONARY. 

LINES ON THE BEV. JOHN SMITH OF DEMERARA.* 

I SAW Upon a foreign shore 

A prisoner in his cell ; 
His hands were not imbrued in gore. 

Nor even can I tell 
What was his crime — save crime it be. 
To think th' enslaved should be free ! 

* Inserted in the Morning Chronicle. 



16 TRANSLATIONS PROM TUB GERMAN, 

Free to adorn the God of Heaven-^ 
To know the Savioor, Christ; 

To love, and be beloved, nor riven 
From home as brutes and priood 

By monsters, savage as the howl 

Of warring winter at the pole* 

His native land Im left in ybuth^*-*' ■'* 
No charm eonld tempt his stay ! 

With the words of Everlasting tnitli 
He hied him on his way. 

To the darkest spot of earth's domain — 

The land of the whip and clanking chain ! 

No home he sought by a river's brink 

^Ijf th« shadiest spot of all;, ,^ . ^ 
l¥ikeik weary sense was tired to think 

What newer joy to call 
For the smile of beauty and the wine — 
The burning pleasures of the line. 

Bis hand it bore the word of God — 

Its spread his only view ; 
The scorching soil unmoved he trod 

And drank the nightly dew — 
Peace from its living page to fling — 
Baku in the cup of woe to wring ! 



' 
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^^ WITH OTHKR PUEMS. 
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*'<)twa9 a sight to rouse all hell 




i*^^^H 


"'■ To see that blessed book! 






To mark, benealli iu magic speii, 




•a^^H 


Tire slave no longer look 




J ^^H 


Ay prone on eartli^but, rising, scan 






Hii sacred right!), as free-born man ! 




The tree of liberty was ne'er 










•t ^^H 


Water'd with blood and many a tear 




If ^^H 


It soars above the earth— 




a^^^l 


Till, lost amid the depths on high 
It builds a pathway to (he sky. 




^^^1 




.i^^^H 






"*^^H 


Then springs the wild-hut, bosom'd lone 


T^^H 


Far in the mountain-wood; 






Gay peace, with justice, makes her throne 


Amid the solitude; 






Heaven showers its dewiest influenc 


bUnd, 


As if with more unsparing hand. 
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1 saw the prisoner in his cell 






Again before we parted ; 




,■ 


And as I took a last farewell. 




■ 


With grief nigh broken-hearted- 






He bade me sing, far o'er the aea, 




^ 


This hymn to truth andJiberty. 




^j 
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18 TRANSLA'TIONS tWOH TH« GERMAN, 



TO AN INSECT, 

FLUTTKRINO ABOUT ON A FINB WINTER'S J)^Y. 

i- I' 

Child of Summer on the wing 

In bleak November's gloomy reign-^ 
Deem'st thou so soon the balmy sprmg ^ 

Hath visited the earth again ? 
Short slumbering in thy torpid nook 

The sun awakens thee too soon — 
Awhile to flutter on the brook — 

Awhile to sport amid the noon. 
Tcast not this fleeting golden beam. 

This genial sky and softened air; 
For death will glaze the sparkling stream, 

And stretch thee cold and stiffen'd there. 
Thou silly fd&l, where are the flowers--^ 

The balsam-dust thou fed upon ? 
The music of the twilight bowers ? — 

Dost thou not see how all are gone ? 
The sunbeam smiles ! enough for thee 

The transient bliss its radiance lends; 
Thou dost not feel—thou dost not see — 

The gloomy future that impends ! 



/ / 1." •' 



W1T# OTJIB^ POBMiS. i mi 19 



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP. 

Ip a bosom to friendship unchangeably true 

May indulge the soft passion of love- 
Its dearest affections shall centre on yoo. 
Till our spirits immingle above. 

Then hasten to show, by those soft-beaming eyes, 
That you turn not away with disdain ; 

For the heart thaf s thy captive soon sickens & dies. 
Sad victim to love's tender pain. 



Tj . 



CHILDHOOD, 

FROM 

O HAPFY period of wami emotion- 
Sweet boyhood's di^ys ! 

How glad I tam,^ amid the World's commotion. 
To meet your gaze ! 

c 2 



to TRANSLA:i;)i9^i^ f{^QM THE GERMAN, 

Short U rtf Am J'v(^ V^nt in sunny bowers — 

A . i. - "^il /HI HO iiimIi 

And ye afar — ,_ 

Still s^ieia.as bright as at the twilicht hours ^ ^, 

^'' ■ . . I' ■ ?!.' r/ e ton riji / 

nrhe evening star. ,_ 

Still I can see the boy. with rapture be^miofft 

The Tioiets seize ; , ,, 

. i ■ 111. /. 

His cplden locks — his loose apparel streaminir 
To every breeze. 



Before me the gay silken kerchiefs swimming 

He used to wear ; 

'. if 

Each mfmy-color*d stripe, to fancy's dreaming. 
Seems still as fair. • 



Far happier he with village maidens straying 
Than in the days ' ' 

Long after — in the giddy circle playing 
Of beauty 8 blaze. 



O happy days, when the light-burden'd willow 

Was ail my horse ; , 
That dancing on^.Hke any summer billow. 

Ran round the coiirae. 



Then on my te^^-sleia^ctf afe'lattVM-tikiy nni»> 
Were vi'lets seen ; *' '> ^*'*^ 

With n^*'a wiite to strayJ-cbtttiW i^^ 

Beyond the green. f " - < .it I 



Blest^wnile my mimic waitiprg portri^ ' '^'^ 

With sword and shield; ' 

Proudly their numerous martial ranks survey iftg^ 
On battle-field. * ^ 



Un\vorthy en?y and beneath discerning" 

My little joys ; 
Wlfile troubled me nor fe^ts of war/nbr Uia^ifi)^, 

With all their noise. 



O happy time ! with melancholy feeling ^ '■ 

I think on thee ; — 
Though torn by later griefs — as sunbeams stealing 

Thou wakenest glee ! 



My comrades ! we are alter'd now and oldet — 

And far apart; 
Alas ! and many, worldly-wise and colder — 

Are dead at heart ! 



22 TRANSLATIONS FfiLOM THE GERMAN, 

Vacant's the bank where we at eve have rambled^ 

And far— as ye ; 
The sapling lime where we so gaily gfimboird 

Is grown a tree. 

Struck by the hand of death, your hopes miscarried 

In foreign latids ; 
With melancholy honors ye were buried ^ 

By stranger hands. ' ' 

Narrow's your grave — and the night-cloud's reflec- 
tion 

Falls darkly there ; .,..:. 

Survivors sigh with sta4d'Bing resjtrospection-; — 

As past they fare. 

O happy period of warm emotion, 

Sweet boyhood's days ! 
How glad 1 turn, amid the world's commot,ion. 

To meet your gaze ! 



f 
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'= • ■•'• LIN ES, >^ -v 



■ « * 



THB FIRST STANZA IMITATED FROM THE 

The sQti'^iiikflf !ow--the eVetiib|^*8 ^6vr" ' 
Is bright upon the s^ai ' •' '■' ' • ^ 

The breezes now on the sickly brow 
Waft life's revivitiy glee. ^ 



»*« 



Here I will rest, on the moss/brbast 
Of the cool earth I will lid; ^ '" '' 

O'er head the boughs inrite re]i>o^e 
And murmur lullaby. 

Dark grief and care, begone and bear 

Your scorpion-sting to him — 
Whose ear is mute to sorrow's suit 
• And shuns the Sabbath-hymn. 

How hush*d around — is e?ery sound ! 

How fair the setting sky ! 
The golden clouds speed by in crowds. 

And «ail ere the breezes die. 



n TRANSLATIOMfl^ FROlf Tlltf IMRM AN» 

Haste, clouds, ^or ii^#, th0«l|(|itH)uUW^8 brow 
Is darkened id your stay; '^ <l^^ 

She ciMWt bear m ber-suiiject air •'- ^ 
A peer> ao speed away. ..'.il 

How sweet to sleep where the roMils^weep 

Their dew-drops on the g;round ; 
Where the villager^ aofree (vom'<Mtl^^" 

His hanresi scatters roand*^. - i^ 

. ^ ^i 

Wimtm man is fiol— by all forgot,-^ - > i 
The bird upon the tree-*- '^ 

The riy'iet's lay -^-the siokiDg ray*-^ > 
All» all rejoice, for thee ! 

ON THE 

ENCROACHiMENTS OF FOREIGN I^SPOTS . 
Lines wtifieu December llth, l^Uld> 

Old England's martial spirit, 
Her children still inherit — 

By 6eld and flood the same ; 
Though worlds in arms combining 
A rival's might repining — 

She dreads no field of fame. 



. ^hxxn m^-mro-Munni Bounty i ^. /. i. >i > n 

All risks for fe^Wtt xlwriftgrm li^b .! 

Thank B^iatnNiiiiiiaiillibd ntwm^ ide^ 
Though traitbrf tere^helra^icfd H^^*v| A 
Yet patriots have made it 
prwlSiie^glory of tbeiiinamei i\ -otf 

0)dt£ii«laiNi!ifnMidi4BBliiiioiiii ;f ^/IV/ 
No deSpotUkibaadshAilf>>iiantr^ >r'H 

By sea and land the same ; 
Truth--iNkfKMirkdga-^--lMttdo» /bnagkiKf/ 
Where'er her ^AeatA are wia|§ii^«r^j t 

The g/tf^ber fieU of fame^ ■' -i.i. .^» I 

Rouse, rouse thy martial spirit 
My country ! O inherit 

The fulness of thy fame! 
Now seize the meed of glory — 
^r^^^^^iri)^ lei itnmbrtal story ^ ^ ' ' '" 
'^^^covd in i¥t>Td^'of fltfrt^ ! 

I' •••.:■• . 41' '■' ■•',. Tli:' '..' J- i I 

»o-,./? •.-'■' f.-' ' -r-" '•■ t :i< .■•> ••. ii 



t6 TRANSLATIONS FROM TUB «BRMAN, 

' •' : ' wh >n« 'Sift Mf. \i 9 

■ SO NO,' '^- '-^ -n 

VROM THE , . . .,1 I 



Of all the nations east or west — 
The German pleaaes itie the best, '' ■ ' 

So rich iti nature's blessing; 
She boasts no gold nor diamond-mine. 
But men she has — and corn and wine*"- 

And maidens — ripe for kissing. 

Of all the tongues or eas't or west 
The Oemu^n pleases me the best/ 

Though no soft sounds it borrow :-*- 
Yet, for the language of the heart, 
It has a tone, devoid of art^ — 

Or mirthful or in sorrow. 

Of all the maidens east or west — 
I love the German maiden best ; 

O 'tis a gentle flow'ret ! 
Sweets over all the house it bears — 
No thorns amid its roses wears — 

And modest looks embower it. 



: . ' /* 



' ' «-'••' WITH' OTHER POBMS.f i f7 

Of all the mothers, east or west, 
The German mother is the best 

For in-and-outer beauty ; 
The cradle and the board she minds — 
Abides at home and ever dnds 

Her pleasure in her duty. 

Of all the customs east or west 
I love the German customs best — 

A grace£iil-actin|p natioB ! 
In mind and bodjr's habit good«^ 
At proper times of. <every mood-^ ' / 

And giving wine its station. 

• 

Long live the world on every hand ! 
The G^man loves his &tlier-iand — - 

And holds himself in honor ; 
And lets his neighbour, left and right, ' 
For country — ^faitb-^nd fair^ones fight — 

In face of all dishonor. 



. . !■ 



W TRANSLikfliefIS SaeNMTHEi GERMAN, 

^ h'i}^ ii*>ii o:* ^ii; »<^n ^rif iuiutri 

hi^tl £^MP][iAiIiN-.>NO;r.l. t^^i] 

FROM 

Yb who utmisfoTtuiie^ii tettipesV'^' ' 
Masd^ff^ ofiid^'defeiieeleas sail : — 
Yield oot to deKpondiog fear — 
See the welcome haven near 

Where no cares the breast assail. 

Through the smiling future's prospect 

We disarm affliction's sting ; 
See how fiie^ th^f^g||li away 
Yielding to the changing day — 

See the nortbtielent^to vpititg^lj .<) h I 

Under uany^changing features- •••;! - / 
Nature ever yiMia^ appeals ; .^ * i tl 

So amid th' inconstant tide 
> f/.MiDii|tlie wine imBor'd abide*-*- * n 

StiU^ihe same with lapsing years.' ***y 



Safe beoeath the winter's covering . 

Slumbers not the golden seed ^ 
'Neath the gloomy veil of night 
Best ill ^[toate-^till mtiirtnA^'i light 

Sparkle on the dewy mead. 

More than love, sweet hope ! and dearer 
Thou — unto py.tbfpbbing breast ; 

Thy renown I'll ever sing 

Gladly to thy honot bring 
Gifts the fakeftlamd the beslif 

LINES, 

The bUreatii^i^iifo^HphoianidffhU^r^ 
The sigh of death — is. soft and cool; 
As faded tDMs n lequieni w»¥e^«-< ^^•;' 'J 
It gently seotb^ A»«ileBl%rave^i^/ 

» 

The moonbemns shedr ntfag dew»-dibp#1hower 
Theip liisire tfafr«»-^a» o» the flcmtdr; 



30 TRANSLATIONS ,FAOM .XH^ GEKMAN> 

And. hope-illum'dy pale friendship's tear 
Turns summer-rain within the bier. 

There meet alike the great and small^ 
Earth, common mother, hides them all : 
O could we look her in the face, 
We'd hail her as onr resting* place ! 



SONNET TO THE DYING YEAR.— 1818. 

As the sad lover firom his mistress parted 

In woe and weeping to a distant shore-** 

No voice awakens-^bleeding^ broken-hearted — ' 

Save that which speaks to him of joys no more< — 

No eye — (evasive of the common stare» 

To gaze on one lov'd countenance alone ; 

As if it found the rapt ideal there 

A Phidias struck upon the breathing stone) — 

So, shade of the departing year, J weep 

Successive as thou flitt'st thine annual round — 

Some ling'ring loveliness into the deep 

Evanish'd, at thy step's decaying sound. — 

And wish in vain the future may reveal 

A part of what I've felt, but never more must feel ! 



. i/>i^|-ril> OTHEH POKMSi '■ « ' M^ 

LINES • ■■ ■■• 

ON THE INVASION OF SPAIN BY THE FRENCH 

IN 1823. 

■'".■. . ; 

Bright sbine^ the moon upoa tht vales beknr, / 
Where Spain's; dark daughters of thehattletsleepb} 
No murmur of alarm — no sounds of woe — 
Save in prophetic vision on them creep*/ r *» 

Sweet be your slumbeis 1 ye shall soon ^w^e ,. 

At freedom's voice* as ye awok^,of yoi^,; 
When bosoms that at love's rebuke would quake 

Have swam to liberty on seas of gore \ 

O land of chivalry 'and high e)mprize» 
Shall thy sons tremble at a tyrant's rage ? 

Forbid it — all the scorn of woman's eyes — 
The breath of infamy in every age. 



'J2 TRAMSLATieirs #ltdlt 'THfe «BRMAN» 

From every hot I see a warrior start, — 
On every threshold to defeod or die ; 
From man to man one bosom bums — one heart- 
To spam the blessings of the holy lie**. 

It is not thus that nations must be won 
To own the sway of a paternal king : 
Heaven 
Shakes 



I rules by mercy, and tbe resent Sun 

• ■: ;n'>?v-"'f' :•* ^•••. ■••lu -^rtl 



O tree religion-^hf&iiato— ^feir— diVine*^ 
How is thine inidge diinnM in many a land ! 
Rank, pestilential weeds their roots entwine 
Around the tir(^e i^as pitied l>y. tliine hand. 



»«}■ 






Thy voice is gentfe — 4hy rebuke is mila-^ 
Save when to suffering a sword is given 
By justice temper'd, and in fightn^'eribir^ 
To light/fti^^dW'; ii) vicldry or fieaven! ,J; 



./.'.* I- ( J* v.j ■;•■/»• ■J-)^:>»j if 



4i ,> >?) ,• 1- '.i<.il> >.-') ^4ii»iriv<f jlid"#/ 



.*t*il vioii 'nii io r2diKf*a\Q adS aioqa oT 
SCOTTISH SONG. . ^ 

flu<;5 ti a^i '.>*«.^ r»u: . f :-U;*>j ^ " c">iwA noffi^H 
The olue-bells blossom fair ; 




li(!C 



le way, though lone, to me 
I« nojfc^^jireary journey, 1w^— ..^^.^ yrfi 
It leads to meeting; thee I . » ,,, .,\^ .^.'.^i* 

lly^p^d^lull U rfsling^l^MH^-r.f^il oT 

No moniy beneath it, wouad ; 
Anodier in deceiver's dress 

It never wrapt around* 

eAlid%y^^ie*tmst lit pledge ih^'W, * 

A heart for erer tme. 
While burning tear-drops seal the rowr 

At gloamin made to you. 

D 



84 TRANSLATIONS FAOM TU^ GERMAN. 

We'll'iUteo to the mavis' lay, * 

: Tli» (filafitiil^ (l^ep amoug ; • ^ 
The' Ihiiiet wtio the day-light- s 6tay,' 
^ ' To chder thee with his soog. 

Till when yon sun sinks o'er the ste^p. 

We'll wander on the lea ; 
The bumie. wimplins to the deep. , , 

Nae half sae blest as mp ! 

And as the winged moments bring 
The hour of parting nearer ; 

Thy smile to me, tha^ all, I'll sing» 
How fairer, and how dearer 1 



TO CARE. ; 

O O^EiSi thou poisoned' soufed of ill-*- 
Prober «rep at the teii^rest {iart^.; 

Blight— far abo-re M bligfats to kill . 
The gen'rous^oduce of the heart! 

Thy face is turned by wintry windi^ 
To such a dark and sombre look. . 

As scares the host of summer. friends, . 
That swarm like insects on the brack. 



WITH OTH£R JPOEMS. S^ 

And let them |(o;->*-tbey but eantlel f ^ 
The cheated heart to think that alt 

The aetf-same flait'ring tale will teH,* ^ 
And shun . thee— *wheo thy fortunes falL 

Care, when I was young, 'tis said» 
That even then thou lov'dst me so^ 

Thy hand was ever on my head, 
Wishing thy darling mickle woe. 

And out thou.sentest me to brave. 
The wintry tempest as I might ; 

No kindly kiss at parting gave— 
No welcome at retuniing night. 

When nature's smile arous'd the boy. 
And streamed on every blossom'd tree — 

1 deem'd, amid the general joy, 

To steal away unknown to thee. ^ 

Till suddenly I felt thy hand. 

Within me wring my bosom strings*- 

And saw thy lovely aspect bland. 
In every. wrinkle arm*d with stings. 

^2 



Uf TRANSLAf>Kkll€ VSOB THCl GERMAN, 

MfAAiAlii«iitetiiif<iNiDiiriDge»llf> 'i^'H/y fi;uuofiJlA 
I beard tbee mutt'ring to thyself?"i/> 

Their righu on tuch a dartttguiMitt '-^^' 

5390illiilmi art «A^ dull Caie, an* i^ ^ (^'<<'^^ ^"^ 
Am young' even yet» and yet may "^ik^ 

ts^lMcoiiiidaai raee of aorrowa iy, ">*' '^i^^H^ 
That date their moody birth f rani iM»i 






FROM 

In vain does parting quench, in noctttiflcf otdelight. 
nft iy6p£fted6 joys — that friends as bne^nniie" 
Who, firm, and kind ajid trne, ia^'i'il&(mne as in 

'""^"'"^•'•Aarfe/"' ■ *'' ^^'^** 

All wrapt in mutual bliss, seem'd eaiift'ior other 

•^"''mde. ' ■ ■ [ '-^^^^^^^ 

WMei^ trust in Heaven* abides — foriTiitLeQ^onei 
on thee 

lea* ■ ''"'-'* "-^ j'^'.'.'^'f.^^'^'ibvJii oT 

And from afar, vriihit^fhstbfix'^^"'^ ^ 
Hope shines, and vicfry twines her bays. 



.'^A tr M -) Wlim> OTHSR POKM8.' ' ' " 91 

Although when all troirad-^lie- hMMV'fsfel^itre 
dymg-^fj-zf*: M ;:'i* I' " '1 l'ifi)ii ' 

And youth'jfciinltghtojuee pait***<md manhbotf t |byg 
are flylMj*^ ■*■ -^ •• ^ ^-^iti' 

And lore's enchanting tone — itself hath past away. 

And fancy's g#ldea dreaas^^^o iMire arMtid'Aee 

play*; ■^ ' •■•••■■.• r\ ^' 

Where trust in heaven abides-^remembranoir ^et 

shall briiii;; ' ^^ 

Forsaken one! to thee — a draught from Edea^ 
. spring. 
When dealli tekall ^haunt his fan'rd: hymn — 
Above each cold and shudd'ring limb. 

No passing hour'ra<Kliiids-^''ao moment by is 

..i^^ii^'R^-*- ■ '■ •' 

In which some gen'rous . heart-^foc others. is jbM 



No star of evening beams — ^no rud4y mornings 

But see devoted love^— o*er early graves recline. 
Where trfist in heitven abides -^distress, an^l im» 

no more — 
||^rg|{art^*7H||iall restrain thy spirit's fligl^^tp ^^m 
To IdndredVigel-choirs above — 
ToTeg\f^of iaw^prtat^ovAl, ,, ; . ^ 



3tt TRANSLATIONS FROM TUB GERMAN, 



4 



ON SCOTTISH MUSIC. 

I- 

Whbn Orpheus bade the lyre awake 

In every age the thrilliDg strain » 
He.bore, for Caledonia's sake, 

Its sweetest music o'er the main ; 
l^here^ far in native solitude. 

Green vales and shady glens among, 
Her warm-attemper'd children wxK)'d, 

The rapt inventor of the song. 

Thrice*graciouB boon I by heaven assignM 
To sooth the jarring chords of mind ! 
How sweetly, Scotland's vales among, 
Echo the accents of thy song — . 
A strain to truth and nature dear. 
As ever charm'd the ravish'd ear I 

First love the moving measure caught. 

One summer's eve reclining; 
When zephyr to her senses brought 

A lover's sad repining. — 
No longer dull, it seem'd her ear 

To heaven's own music listen'ti ^ 
Straight iA her eye the swimming tear. 

Of softest pity pjlisten'd. 



„ -I 



'.' » 



1 <i » 



tl 



WlTat OTif l&R POfiMS, ' « 



By lore the tale was quickly told. 

To high aiid' IfWy^lir yoaag avd old • • 

How music in a breath can teaidh,- 

What other arts can ne^er-wat^lib =' m ,?«; ^ v-c 

# •♦ .1.' ifi*ji iiif .'» ». /T- •* f*i ■ 
The patriot heard, one day of death, - ;i .- . , j 

Before the fight» the battle-soug ; 
That thrill'd and swell'd ap if it3, )»i^eatb-r.i >a i^ I. 

Were madden'd with « natiqu's. wroog, . r-^-^i- 

What tyrant shall abide th^ i^roir • ^. • ,. . <:ttt 

That burns a country's rights to save ! 
What Scottish bosom will not warm. 

O'er holy freedom's tiire^lei^'d griiYe! t. uu.l . 

They fly — they fly ! the Wallace iwigbt: ,. i\ i. 

Is hail'd Deliverer again I . .: n .. ... a«i;i3< / 
And Bruce's right, and Scotland's-niMghtyo » .1 k- 

Sweep, Bannockburn, thy awful plain ! 

But, hark ! the strain i^ chapg'd^ a softf^ nptci,.. 

Such as was never he^d on hiU oc v^e; ^. ,i 
But oft in Scotia's glens is heard to float, ., , i^r 

Duly responsive to the .Sabbath-beU» , . , ^: n . < 
Calling from earth and care to heaven away-*r- 
Meet music to be heard on such a hallow'd day ! 



40 TRANSLATIONS FROM TUCGERMAM 

And O how sweetly, from tbe distanceiWrKCMm 
Echo the Sabbatb-notes of prayer and prawCaif 

To the lone wanderer id tlie summer murnrrT.} . 
Treading anew the scenes of other days — 

Home turning undefil'd, from Mammoa'* u 
ways ! 

A aacred calm reigns over bill aiid vale, • i J 

Emblem of kindred peace within the breMttjjf 'f 
All soil emotions that the bosom swell — riia i1 
Religion, home, and her belov'd the best — 
Now rush upon the soul, ah. bow supremely blest I 

Pastor and people ou the green hill side 

In hush'd composure sit, with heavenly look: 
The world and all its follies thrown aside — 
Gazing, heart- re v'rent, on the holy book. 
While now the wand'rer linila a sweet secIudeiA 
nook, J 

I sat me down u[ion the hallow'd mounds r 

Where martyrs fell of old, for ever green ! 
While DOW of Elgin, now Dundee, the sound 
Wafted me far above this troubled scene — 
Life victor ov«r death — lb' unseen o'er the se< 

■( 
Alas ! too soou I started from the drean ; 
Tftougb, home returnia^ by the thymy glen. 



DimoMittriiedhatedr iM atinlQtiteMiiipeMvH <> ^"^ 
Back Ur6s9%uXe»^idiif^i%iMtn!lik^^ 

Aili4Mii<lhoiiaMiciof tkhe £i0lrf^^ . '^^i>t irnoH 
In Scotia's wild retreats — yi^^ 

To every passion can impart. 

The mooilitllliil4ghditb0ajfa»:{i^ V' iT^'f'V binoa^ I 

Or nerve ^^pmxim^atd aiJ^WMft > o* u^ itoe HA 



b'jbiiljfjc: LjvViT i ',: .lit "»«j biitiW ridi won ijliriW 

In summer look thou for tby lo^/><< 
In garden and in wild; 

' f'^^TIeito^ly'^efrittiigs^faMW}-^^"^ 9i9d7/ 

Iff ^^iJl»/>ftWirt % ^taighl^y' d«li^^ bsJli^?/ 

Thou long canst linger in the snow, 
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THE WINTERY BLAST, 

A SKBTCH FROM NATURE. 

Dear is the wintTry blast to me, 

It minds me on my early days ; 
The driving sleet that blin's my ee, 

Will melt afore the ingle's blaze ; 
And cheerfu' is that ingle's gaze, 

Wi' wee anes toddling round the flame, 
While ay the carefu' wifie says, 

** Rin, bairns, and see your father hame." 

The gladsome boys, wi' deafening shout, 
Wi snaw-baas pelt baith friends and foes ; 

Ae laddie roars like ony nowt. 

And rubs his frosted hands and nose : 

Anither till his mammie goes 
And tells how Jamie Tamsen fell. 

An' spoilt his grannie's hansel hose, 



She gae'd htm fan he ledirn'd to sp^ll. 






« 1* 



WITH OTHKR P0&M5. 4d 



AMBITION, 



FROM 



Wo to you. Princes, who for faiae 

Such crimson torrents spill ! 
And for your might and hpuse's name 

The world with weeping fill : 
Who ne'er enjoy what ye possess, 
Nor with your wealth the wretched bless;- 

To phantoms ever turning. 

And all reflection spurning. 

Snch tears are bitterer than your wine. 

And satiate not the lip ; 
The fame that sang you as divine. 

Its false attire will strip^ 
When round your now impatient graves, 
The voice of ^speedy vengeance raves ;. 

And on your sons descending. 

Your guilt their hearts is rending. 



44 TRAMSLAtroM fllbW iM OKRM A N , 



WKom 

Throooh iMBiJb irhere msiiy a titter M^^#i 
Thf '•trtanin evtfting'i radtWK^ flimt^l f 
The poplar feeUr the breiKtil of i^ittg^'i J>nA 
AviwA t€s kafy btanohei smg ■ i-^ ib;W 
Our God is in the spring-time's brdath — 
See, far atnd sear the flight cf'}deatb}t^^dn>l 
SeeryedthMblcRNii M nature bmr, "^ yib'-I 
And taptare in die earth and airl : ' ^*i^ dii W 
Each sense. cf j^teaeiire higher wwmd^ijri I 
Now here, now there, I look around. 
Nature! whaiNi fold or fene-torliie^ f^a iio8 
Whiles each' entranoiog sights I ie«^ v/oVT 
He antedates the bliss of Heareii^'] ^xb nO 
To wtom to ^oiow diy voicie isf |^vik|«MriT 
But to thy parent-bosom prest, 
With HearcM itself thy Idf«r's:l4«f tctif>/ ,o^ 

• J ! • • ^ ' ; ^ ' M • 4Mi^ 4*7 O 

t 



.HAWH3%''WjP'SJft«*.P>«Wf».I.f Afll ii 



I ii liMUlAi PnikUINfi^i / 



H^itfieftlyp^aoe uato hcff woiiiiikdiMre«il[; 

And, lil|i9{iAjbeV« A»ifr«al.offiBiiagi>;(Moq a\'1 
Waft her sighs to Jm RaddBmlsi^ji temMt/" 

KneeliQ9lri»tdeToiit^^Mltioaswttfi,iii) ,0^^^ 
Fair as HHMPceiK^lr^te •ttajibaiil'i^thavi^^ 
With the gloff|fH&roi?iili«lw.jifiieiii8u«BmBq^^ 
. ThatwmMliaftea'tiM he«i«lfy baaibo^ (i:)B^ 

Soft as znfkywmij0i^Thxiieii^Uttedf7^ ^ siifiB /I 
Now Ae» lelkb^1ii9:r«ptDi« of thbtkiidQri W 

On the pabBjihiHs io yidb^Aiteestaibsiof^ »H 
TriiiBiflirpefitiieff'itQ^ltleli8p|>y*cintv/ oT 

..'>! !■( fn----.G->;: .. »^^j 7-11 oi .JuH 

So, witlttfiiM}^ aiid^'trvil iti JBbMmpH d^i W 
As her pure and angel-musings swell — 

7is as to the gazer then were given. 

One brief moment with her God to dwell. 



40 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE OBRM AN, 



THE MOON. 



TO MY BROTHER. 



mOM 



jr. Jbtoltrrg. 



Yon moon that sheds so mild a lights 
Once cheer'd our much-lovM mother's sight ; 
And still on us — as soft she beams — 
To think on thee in fancy seems. 



O'er Alpine heights her coursers leap — 
She cheers our sister o'er the deep — 
And gazes from her throne above, 
Upon us all with equal love. 



•I 



• I- 



So beams on us our mother's eye, 
A suppliant for us in the sky ; ' ' 
And her*s — as glows the silver light— 
The blessings of the stilly night 



WITU OTHBR POEMS. 49 



THE PARK WELL, 

FROM THE ARABIC OF ABU MOHAMMED; 

« • 

TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN. 

The anchor rises ; merrily resounding 

Along the shore is heard the seaman's lay ; 

Then first 1 knew, my arms my love surrounding. 
How much more looks, than any words can say. 



; • ■ . 



Her gaze, that dwelt upon the cliff, discaver^d 
Twas there that first she to my vows replied ; 

On her pale lips a languid farewell haver'd. 
That was not yet half-spokisn ere it died. 

By deep-conflicting passion wildly shaken, 
She sank within myi arins^ unoonscicms^ pale ; 

As sinks theforert by the blast Q'ertaken,> 
So shook my bosom with a kindred ^ate. 

Her passionate embrace endasp'd me stronger. 
As now the vessel on her Toyage held ; 

And swooning she exclaim'd, sustain*d no longer, 
Would that each other we had ne'er beheld I 



48 rRANBLATIOMS FAOM THE €BRMAN, 



SONG OF TR'E ROISE, 



PROM THE 



<9nrtiiaii. 



Sweet blooms the rose, thelovely, modest rote; 

Her silent look to tenderness is dear; 
To lier my heart its every feeling vows—- 

As with a downcast look I venture near ;— 
"While rapture all my breast illumes^ 
Towards my rose as sweet she blooms. 

Sweet blooms the rose ; the balmy-breathuig air. 
Sighs o'er the lovely garden's flowery bttd ; 

Deep inthe woodtbe bird sings to his bir* 
And nature's genial smile on all is shed — 

While rapture all my breast illumes. 

Towards my rose as sweet she blooms* 



' *WH » 



VMM>f4«R'^6^Mlsi<-'->i» ^^1^9 



THE GERMAN MUSE, 

PROM 

By Augustus unprotected — 
By the Medici neglei^led — 

So arose the German muse; 
Fame was ^^^^^iJWf,^ plantiDgr 
Yet her laurels, nothing daunting, 
,_,. Bloom'd-p-tho' not in royal dews. , , 
By her ffnpatest Son* despised. . 4. 
By berfiTeatest Pnnce unpnzed— - 

Sent away In want and shame,; . 
Boastful may ttie German tell it — 

iile his pnde. he cannot quell it — ' . _ 



l¥hile his pnue.be cannot quell .. 
Singly she has won her fame, " 



Then^her branch ascended higher— , 

*'HLa**«^*^^J"L^4^i^-V?i^^j« A^<>4 5*J* Htoioofd td9w8 
TQeit with bblder hand the lyre 

Gedkia^-'po^ts swippt aniain ; 

When to foantmns pf her feeding— > ^ 

— t>^ri^ <ii jj.h' i^o -^aoi, iirfli>^] ii^Tii^jUt baA 
From her heart s own depthslproceeaiRg'-' ^ 

n J ^3**»2^*i',i^Jii^-^ V'^i*^ -^^wMfii ^hiTW 
Proud sqe turnd, from fashion s train. ^ 

* Frederick the Gieat^ whose avenion to hit native lan^agc 
and literature is well known. — Tr. 



60 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN, 



SONG. 

Who loves not rather, then, to hear. 
The wintry tempest raving — 

When fate hath sever'd friends most dear- 
All fortune's changes braving. — 

Than soft 'mong summer scenes to go — 
Their fragrance richly spending, 

On zephyr's gentle breath below. 
Or dew drops, warm descending 7 

No sympathy I find in May — 

No voice of tender sorrow ; 
She bids the heart rejoice to day, 

Nor think of sad to-morrow. 

Then welcome still the wintry night — 
Dark, gloomy, chill November; 

Then, then I muse with sad delight — 
Then all my woes remember. 



WITH OTHER POEMS. 61 



TO THE EVENING STAR, 



PROM 



How peacefully, from cloudless skies afar. 
Thy radiance smiles — thou kindly evening star! 

How softly on the sea thine image gleams ! 
How oft hast thou, while west-winds murmur'd by. 
The flowers my bed — ^breath'd peace unto my sigh. 

How often stiil'd the tumult of my dreams ! 

Thou look'st below, upon our brother-band, 
Where soft the oak-tree by the breeze is fann'd — 

Though many are dispersed and wander far : 
Again thy radiance on the trembling tear, 
At parting sheds the hope — so ever dear — 

That soon we'll meet again — thou lovely star ! 



E 2 



62 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN, 



THE SPRING EVENING, 



FROM 



In evening's radiant light how lovely gleams 

The meadow's tender dew ! 
The glowing landscape's dancing shadow swims 

Bright in the river's blue. 

at 

Fair is ttie rocky spring — the blooming hedge— 

The wood illum'd with gold; 
Fair is the evening star, whose silver edge. 

Peeps 'neath the cloudlet's fold. 

And fair the valley's bloom — the meadow's shees, 

The mountain, verdant-hued ; 
The alder-well and pool, with sedgy greeo. 

And flow'rets overstrew'd. 

All, all is held, within or 'yond our gaze. 

In love's unfailing band ; 
The fiery sun and insect in his blaze. 

Lean on one father-hand. 






WITH OTHBR POKMS. 55 

Thou see'sty Almightiest ! the leaflets chace 

Each other from the spray ; 
Thou see'sty inscrutable) in boundless space» 

A comet pass away ! 



VALENTINE. 

As haying travers'd many a sweet 
And flowery spot, the bee at eveh^ 

Returns his home and friends to meet. 
Singing wild numbers to the heaven — 

Far happier when the day is ended, 
And he within his quiet cell — 

Then when o'er hill and dale he wended- 
The biythest insect on the gal< 



So I W^uld leave the world for thee. 
And let my destiny be thine — 

If in thy bosom I could see, 
Thou wilt not scorn my valentine. 



64 TRANSLATIONS VROM THE GERMAN, 



THE WORDS OF FAITH, 



FROM 



SbttUler. 

Three words I'll tell you of import deep. 
From mouth to mouth ever passing ; 

From the bosom's depths to life that leap — 
All mere outward forms surpassing : 

And be who denies them his heart and head — 

To all moral beauty and worth is dead. 



Free-bom is man ; — aye even although 
He were bom in the chains of slavery I 

Let not the rabble mislead thee so — 
Nor the abuse of fools or of knarery— - 

To shake at the slare when he bursts his band 

At the glorious freeman's uplifted hands ! 



And virtue — is no mere empty oame. 

Through life it will never forsake thee ; 
And though we should foil in attammg its fame — 
• Yet let not depression o'ertake thee — 
And when the full reason we cannot see now, — 
Still let us with child-like simplicity bow. 



WITH OTUBK POEMS. 65 

And God — a will so supreme and fair ! 

Still reignsy howe'er men may rove blindly ; 
High oyer all space and time to bear 

Dominion unbounded and kindly ; 
And though all in perpetual change goes round, 
No change in his peaceful breast is found. 

Watch o'er the three words — of such import deep. 
From mouth to mouth ever passing ; 

From the bosom's depths to life that leap^— 
All mere outward show surpassing : 

For man his true dignity still retains. 

So long as his faith in these remains. 



-i 



EXPOSTULATION. 

Hast thou forgot, in cities pent, ' 
The mountain breath of tky |iativ<e air ? 

Hath memory in thy bosom blent-~ 
No magic hues, surpassing fait, 
Of love, and home, and pleasures* there ? 

Alas, alas my heart is rent 
To think on all thy sordid dare 1 



66 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN. 

SONG, 

Thb wild-bee's hum is sweetest in the glooiii of 

twilight grey. 
And early scenes are sweetest far, remembered far 

away; 
The cuckoo in the flowery vale unseen is heard the 

more — 
As youth delays with wistful gaze her echo ccHing 

o'er. 



So we will turn unto the past till all its ibci] 

seems. 
To memory as fresh and fair as newly-raoiili'd 

dreams — 
Where we were rapt to home again, amid its bcuiks 

and braes — 
The loves, the joys, the absent friends — the soenes 

of other days. 

Theae, these we will remember, 'mid the worM's 

unhappy strife, 
And shed a dying glory o'er our fasl-decajring 

life; 
No hand shall dash the cup away that'Spsorklea at 

our lip, 
And round we'll bear it as we go, that all may of 

it sip. 



WITH OTHRR POEMS. SH 



, . HOPE, 

FROM 

WjL' ohildreo of inen--«fre~speak and dreaiDf 

Of future halcyoo days ; 
On some beloved and lorely tbeme, 

We fix our steadiest gaze.; 
The world grows old and young while we 
Still hope this future good to see. 

Gay hope springs with us to life and ligbtr 
And boyhood's by her illum'd ; 

The youth she enraptures with delight — 
With the old she's not entomb'd — 

For, when we rest within die grave. 

Even o*er its dust her flow'rets wave. 

Her's is no flmtf ring, empty show, 

In the brain of folly bred, 
For well our inmost bosoms know. 

For glory they are made ; 
And what tkis secret voice declares-^ 
The future in fruition shares. 



68 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN, 



SONG. 

FROM THE 

Cifertitiiti. 

Fair is the rosy path of life — 

With countless joys and blessings rife. 

The infant at its mother's breast, 
Soon begins this joy to taste ; 
Tells not this its witching smile — 
Its gentle murmur's artless wile ? 
Fair, Sec, 

The boy, he laughs and sings and plays, 
While time runs on in happy days ; 
A pretty stone or butterfly, 
Will warm his cheek or light his eye. 
Fair, &c. 

The youth he speeds with lightsome breast. 
From joy to joy with keener zest ; 
And counts that every future spring. 
Fresh tribute of delight will bring. 
Fair, &c. 



WITH OTHER POBMS. 99 

And next with wife and children blest, 
Scarce room for more within his breast — 
He yet steals joy on every hand. 
And strengthens love and friendship's band. 
Fair, <&c. 

His children's children round at last. 
The old man thinks upon the past ; 
And hopes even yet for many a day. 
To pluck the roses on his way. 
Fair, <&c. 

Yes — every age and every rank. 
Our gracious God's kind hand must thank — 
And what he gives still seems to say. 
With thankful heart enjoy alway. 
Fair, &c. 

Still while we live O may we be 
From all undue excesses free ; 
Through every day both good and blest— 
Till calm we sink to endless rest 
Fair, &c. 



60 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN^ 

TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

Tis not to hear thy lay, 
Melodious Philomel, I wander here — 
Where wild-flbwers in the springing year 

Exhale the ravishing perfume of May. 

Though thou canst charm the hour, 
The lover else would deem so long, if* she 
Belov'd did not, anticipating, flee 

To meet him, punctual, at the appointed bower. 

Of fairy-land thou art 
The melodist, and never till thou call — 
Where bright the moon -beams on the waters fall— 

The happy elfins from the greenwood start. 

In other lands I've seen. 
The flowery lindens where th' enthusiast* went 
To list thy music, with his being blent — 

And gaze upon the soft and silent scene ! 

And now I but recal 
To hear thee, images of past delight—^ 
The bitter thought that I must ever fall. 

Deeper and deieper into age's blight. 

* Klopstock, in the thady walki around Leipzig, 



WITH OTHER POBMS. 61 



THE ROBIN. 

The Robin hath come to his winter seat, 

And begun his winter song ; 
The gloomy day he sits and sings 

My stay shall be late and long. 

For I love the garden so bleak and bare— 
The ivy through ice that peeps ; 

And sweet is the tear I sit and shed, . 
While November o'er me sweeps. 

Deep in the snow the berry's hid — 

The frost hath nipt the green, 
Where the golden blossom clustor*d, . 

The icicle is seen. 

To the city window I come, and eye 

The happy inmates round. 
But if a crumb I cannot^spy, 

I quit the unhallowed ground. 

The forest hath shook his ample lap — 

The. hamlet looked— for me; 
All day I'll sing to thank them 

'On the withered hawthorn tree. 



62 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN, 



THE KISS, 

FREELY IMITATED FROM 

The kisses that a child bestows. 

As childhood's wont to do, in play, — 

As in their print no rapture glows — 
Without emotion pass away. 

The kiss when common friends depart,* 

Such salutation cannot he 
The glowing impulse of the heart — 

From empty form he kisses me. 

A father's kiss — affection's sign, 
His little darling fondly blessing ; 

Where love and joy harmonious join — 
Rever'd be sUch paternal kissing. 

* It is the custom in Gennany when friends or acquaintances 
are separating^ instead of shaking hands^ as with na, to hiss 
each other's cheek.— -Tr, 



WITH OTHER POBMS. 63 

The kisses of a sister glow 

With such a pure and soft emotion, 

As only happy spirits know : 

Meet emblem of the mind's devotion. 

But in the kiss my Mary gives, 

When silence skreens from vulgar eyes — 
How in that kiss all rapture lives ! 

O that's the kiss I fondest prize ! 



A MOTHER'S HOME, 



FROM 



Who's this from far returning ? 

It is an only son ; 
And since he went a wandering. 

Now many years have run. 

He went in search of wonders. 
O'er foreign lands to roam, 

But finds old faces kinder, 
And seeks his mother's home. 



94 TRANSLATtONS fROM THI GERMAN, 

And DOW, kis journey eoded, . 

He jtaiids before her gate; 
But all b dark aad lonely, . r 

And none his summone waiU* 

With many a soft inquiry, . , ^.^ , 

The empty echos rang. 
And then the gate bursts op^. 

With wild and thrilling clang. 

He hears unearthly voices — 
A strange and fearful tone ; 

No eyes are on him beaming — 
No mother clasps her own. 

O'er all the house he wandered, 
And sought and gaz'd on all ; 

A soft guitar lHing< drooping 
Upon the mossy wall. 

He seic^d hit old companion^ 
And strung its chords anew ; - * 

O'er Biany a treastir'd ditty^ 
Of early joys he flew. 

And as its tones grew louder. 
How throbb'd his bosom's core ! 

For peace again came smgingj, 
As on his mother's floor. 



' . WITH OTKBR IHlBilS. $& 

Her weU-knowB roice he bearkeas — 

So aitiessy kind, and warm ; 
He sees In evening darkly. 

Her placid angel-form. 

Down fiall the strings onlieeded— 

To see that face so fair! 
And wild he flew t' embrace her, 

Bdt alas she is not there ! 



LINES, 

, FROM 

The waters flow down, 
And the clouds pass away ; 

But the stars still remain. 
Though they shine not by day, 

The story's the saipe 

Of true lovers that roarn^— 
In ranging and changing 

Still ever at home. 

F 



"He TRANSLATfONS PROM THfi OBRMANi, 



THE WANDERING BEE. 

O I have been over moor, mountain and yalley, 
Have kigs'd the sweet violet unseen oa the lea; 

In the dark forest-shade where the wild blossoms 
dally 
Of many a flow'ret have wander'd as free. 

Wherever I light, though dull man can discorer 
No bright place of resting, a maiden I see. 

In mantle of modesty waiting her lover. 
To share all her sweets with the wandering bee. 



No land of perfume where the sun ever brighteos» 
No island of roses far over the sea ; 

No bleak-blowing north, where Aurora scarce 
lightens. 
But fills a sweet cup to the wandering bee. 

All Eden I've travelled — all Eden pursuing 

The rich-lurking sweets that distil but for me ; 
Now weary and fainting, no more afar suing. 
And tir'd of the rover. Til list the sweet wooing 
The wild-flowers of Caledon proffer to me. 



WITH OTHBR PO«M8. ^ 



, I 



THE UNWILLING ENCHANTRESS, 



FKOM 



%angfiein. 



How like the ivy tifeVer sefrc^ 
The poet's heart keeps '^IbiVing! 

As mine has now for many a year. 
So thankiiilly be^ii shbwilig. • 

IVIethought that it was sfiiiking fast 
To Lethe's gloomy river, ' " 

When suddenly all care it cast, 
And throbb'd as wild as ever; - 

ff " ' ' 

I jeering aisk'd if lo>ve was inH-^ 
But might have spar'd Mj greeting ; 

For well surmis'd I what was meant, 
By all its joyoos heating'; - 



-.♦ ., .... 



Aye> aye, a maiden faif and'gcfdd; 
So modeist andtrcftiriiig, ^ 

p 2 



W TRANSLATIONS F^OM TUB OEBMAN, 

Has woke it to this sprightly mood. 
Now fear, now hope, inspiring. 

The girl is an enchantress, sure. 
For though so undesigning. 

Her loTely air and look demure. 
All hearts are undermining. 

Like shepherds on Arcadian plain s> 
That wear no courtly faces ; 

Yet in their bosoms nature reigns^ 
In all her loveliest graces. 



Yet still, poor heart, as sages say. 

Nor deem it to be treason ; 
Life's winter hastens on its way — 

Bethink of that in season ! 

How strange /twould seem for hoary bairsi 

With Helen to be weaving, 
For though her mile all goodness wears. 

Her ejfcfi there's no deceiving. 

Then let her friendship only be^ 

The aim of thy possession ; 
And should at times escape from thee 

Too idle an ies^pression — 



- WltlfOrHER PO^MS. &9 

Fear not, poor heart! f U'liot pfOpOtlAd 

ReslrictioDs too unkindly ; 
The poet, as in duty bound. 

Must still in Ibre ^Ht blindly. ' 



THE WORM, 

FROM 

Thou tiny worm that scarce 'cash hold ^ 
Thy feet upon the frozen mould — 
How void of heat, how datk and dead 
Are all the fields around l^ee spread ! 

No bilmy dirops of summer dew. 
Thy mother's bosom now renew : 
How rudely blows the bitter storm 
That freezes thee, thou hapless worib ! 

• 

And more th^ that, the frost'hath rent 
The twig o'er yonder cottage bent, 
Where thou wduld'st oft thy travels cbas^. 
And rest-«^with all the world at peace. 



i FROM THE Q 



U|10II thy I 

Thou stretcheHt forth thy feeble head 
To apare thy life thy only prayer, 
While now thy little all they share. 



I 



And long before the morning-red, 
Poor hapless nonnling, thou art dead ! 
The gracious God, that passes none 
He only knows where thou art gone. 



For ever die ! for when at rest 
Xo afler-alorme distract thy breast ; 
Ho bitter winds, instinct with hail. 
Thy lonely dwelling can assail. 

But he who gave thee being's bliss 
Can well secure far moro than this : , 
The bosom that thy life sustains 
Still room enough for thee contains. 

Like tbee we all depart away. 
Each to his lair at close of day; 
The gracious God, who passes none,- 
He only knows where we have gone. 

The wise departs with willing mind. 
And care and sorrow leavi'N behind : 



1 




, ^i WITH, OTH^R POEMS. 7^. 

For He yiho placed Ma bf rj&. bj^lpM^n 
No pcipn^: ^ bis, gi^ t^n grow. 

- . ■ ' ■ 
The seod m^$|^,per^b;.^^? ^ Wpq^T-r , ^ 

Why sbould I drea4 tp m^ i^j death ? 
Rejoice.! r^picel < beyond tbe tpqib,. , ^ 

Day follows on this fleeting breath ! 



SONNET ON THE MAWJBESTER 

MASSACRE, 

WRITTEN IN 1819. 

First inserted in tb^ Bfohii&g Gkroiaiele. • 

List'nino the oc^ap's conflict 1 have gone 
By the rude sea-beach, but her wildest shock, 

Ne'er with sucb aggravated. iippulse broke. 
As man collects^: by tyrant n^fm led on. 

E'er eartbquakop^ leapinig froni,^li^.fi<Hy ,bfd8, 
Embrace in death ibe uqsuspectiQg tp^ — 

A si(^n^s at the heart through^natare 9{]|rn^ds, 
Sbudd^ra ^be ear^h'^^tb^ 8ii#< jpakstd»rJ|[ly down. 






k 



.72 TRANSLATIONS FHOH THE 

So trembles to its base the common weal. 

Though pillar' (1 on the strengtha of English law— ^ 
If but a secret shock the people feel — 
The master-plot as yet unripe and mw ; 
O then what agonies await the state, 
If, Manchester, thy deeds belie not fate ! 



THE BATTLE-MORN. 

TH£ morning lowers all blood — 

Sad presage of the day ! 
And o'er the darkly-fluwiag flood 

Pours yet a darker ray. 

The stream reflects a hue. 

As if it secret bore 
A sickness st the pallid view 

Of death upon its shore I 

The thuad'ring drum now wakes 

The spirit of the brare — 
Hute where the war-note wildest breaks 

Where yawns the deepest grave. 



■ WITH OtHBR POEMS. 73 

Haste whete the fiery Gdul ptfrsoes 
Hie phantom fame in mad career-^ 

And ere die nigfat^-clodd shed its dews. 
Quaff the wine^cup o^r his bier! 



Again the Rhine displays 

His breast unstain'd to heaven ; 

And marks his children's tender gaze. 
On many a blushing mom and even ! 



LINES, 

Late I join'd tfat^ airy dance. 

Led gay pleasure's mazy round i-*^ 

Catching dark-eyed beaoty^i'gkticci''— -^ 
Rapt with music's thntliDg* fi<Mind. 

Many a bosom lieav'd delight, ' ^ 

Many a sigh firom youth arose — ' 

Happy in each other's sight, 

Whisp'ring love and steadfast yows. 



74 TRANSLATIONS FROM TH£ GERMAN, 

Ah, beware the wifuung smile ! 

Flee the soft ensmiruig art ! 
Pleasure's yot'ries still beguile, 

Nor adnut the tender dart 

Far frdm fashion's fickle train, 

Seek the woodbine-tendril'd shade. 
There the hamlet-nurtur'd swain 

Waits to bless the constant maid; 

• ■ *. 

Oft when Spring ascends her car. 
Duly showers her freshening sway — 

Beaming from the east afar 
Sol illumes the vernal day : — 

Glad we'll haste to breathe the morn. 
Hail reviving nature's smile I 

There no heart, with anguish torn. 
Bleeds beneath the flatt'rer's wile. 

All aroqnd breathes artless peace — 

Pure delight and liberty ; 
Haste, ye joy-enamour'd youth. 

Far from fickle fashion flee. 



»/ 



YflTH OTUBR POEMS. 76 



SONNET. 

In what variety of endless dies 

The human face is moulded at his will — 

Who bade the valleys sink — ^the mountains rise — 
With never-ceasing proofs of boundless jskill! 

Passions repugnant— or of softer mood ; ^ 
Fear, anger, jealousy, or wild revenge ; 

Benev'lence, love — all that is fair and good, , 
As*shift thy steps — ^meet thee at every change. 

But most of all upon the crowded mart 

It moves to see pale, shudd'ring woman's look. 

Houseless and homeless, as, upon her heart 
Preys the despair she may no longer brook. 

And in her arms she holds a breathing chUfd, 
On which at times she looks with soften'd aspect 

mild — 
While passers-by — O heavep, thy veogeanqe stay! 
Can look — and yet unmoved, pass by the other ^way. 



76 TRANSUDATIONS FROM THE GERMAN, 



THE MIDGE'S FESTIVAL. 

When the sun's decaying beam 

Gently cools the Summer air — 
Then in merry bands we seem 

Happiness unmix'd to share — 
Far from man and kindred care 
Mirth has sought her native air ! 

Where the waters placid run. 
Where the elfin breezes sleeping — 
O'er the wave no more are creeping— 

There, O there, our dearest fun ! 
Every fay by wood or stream. 
Hastes ere twilight's signal gleam. 
Lest the vagrant bat intrude 
On our charmed solitude. 
Nymphs, far lovelier than on earth — 

Music, sweeter than the spheres, 
Wait to move heart- easing mirth, 

Till the star of morn appears. 
' Then within our downy cell. 
Soft we sleep the live-long day. 
Till the fall of twilight grey^ 
Calls us out to dance and play. 



WITH OTHER POBMS. 77 

SACRED SONG, 

FROM 

Thy praise, Almightiest! the starry spheres 

rebound ; 
Thy praise, Alboundful ! the Seraphim resound ; 
This universal scene — one song harmonious raises. 
Wide as the wheeling orbs — and sunny realms thy 

praises. 

Thy temple, Nature, how resplendent with thy 
glory! 

How flowing with thy love, the wint'ry summits 
hoary — 

The spring's embroider'd robe — the summer's boun- 
teous blessing — 

The autumn's purple floods — all, all thy power 
expressing. 

What am 1, Lord ! to thee' — a creature of a day ! 
Between me and the dust — a step but in the way. 
Yet I am safe ! for in — ^my father's arms reposing, 
I'll trust the coming morn — a father^s smiles 
disclosing ! 
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m 



Salts- 

Wko, who shtill give us back agoi 

Our early faith in truth and n 
Ah ! look not too intensely on- 
For Bhould thy confidence be gone. 
Thy heart will bleed amain. 

Still back I turn to ibat sweet timQf i 
A stranger yet in this cold clime>a 

When all I saw was fair and true ; 

And like the careless bird I flew 
Amid the tangling lime. 

O bliss to pluck the lovely flowers 

Id childhood's unsuspecting hours I 

In gay succession joy to chace, J 

Ere yet reflection can deface V 

The pageant of its powers ! 9 



i 



Now Bince we're prudent grown, ye days, 
How sultry is your noontide blaze^ 
s sage reflection's warning voice , 
ids us with trembling to rejoice — 
And telU hov all decays 1 




WITH OTHER POEMS. 79 

Peace to the unsuspecting mind 

That thinks no evil of its kind ! 
Still be its confidence the same 
In truth and. friendship's sacred name — 

To all suspicion blind ! 



THE WISH. 

I 

In summer's heat mine be a grot 
Where, gliding soft, a riy'let flows ; 

And many a wild-flower near the spot, 
Its fragrant form to heaven disclose. 

There oft when eveoiQgfs influence mild 
Descends, with cooling vigour fraught. 

May Mary, love's impassion'd child> 
In sweet confusion's blush be caught. 

There, thea, m^y her, relenting sighs 
Restore to peace this troif bled breast ; 

Far, far from all; to her it flies, 
Anticipating final rest. 



THE IWEW fe5i!Atlg.^ 

Sweep sofl;».pjbr9«tib^QC.^fl!ie«iB|, 

Above the Poet's grave ; 
And every tree around it 

Id solemn honor wave ! 

On earth no sound delighted 

His museful fancy more, 
^ir)M|ii| tbine in ^yery txfdettc^ i^lU U^*' 
By fitful breezes bore. 

But chief he loved to listen 
The song he h^tfi thee sing, 

TV hen cavalierly wooing, 
Th^«bt«feKbds6m^d si)ring/, " * "/ * ' 



I r' t) JO * I J 

The woodb and Mvers haii'd thee 



In answering echos round ; 



« ' 



The nightingale sung sweeter 

As if tfWhefound. • """'J. *'- 



•■o * : • •-* •♦■•'■ 



O lovers lonely "wftnderinlg 
At such a hallow d iiour — 

What looks — what aspirations — 
Did homage to its power ! 



WITROTHSR rOBMS. 81 

Sweep soft, O breath of eyeDiog, 

AbpTe, t^ poet'p f rMfe ; 
And erety tree around it 

la aoleoia hoaor wave. 



SOULOQUY OF PAN AMATEUR, 



FROM 



Of what avail arc nature's chamiiy 
To such a gaze as thine ? 

Or what the fairest forms of art— 
Unread round on many a shrine ; 

If genius dwell not in thy breast 
With such impetuous sway— 

As prompts thy daring hand to form 
Creations fair as they ? 



R8 TRANSLAnOttS tH<m TAB CBRMAIf-, 



MELANCHOLY, 



FROM 



I • • .' 4** \ 

The nightingale's sad note in gloom is ringing. 

As wails the bride above her lover's ^ave ; 
Like Grief above the tomb her tresses wringing. 

So gleams the star, of evening o*er the. wave* 

f 

A melancholy haze hangs o'er the ocean ; 

The rocky cliffs reflect a sallow light — 
Such as through cloistered halls of dim devotion, 

The moon-beams pour upon the cloudy night 

■ 

Ye rocky heights — ^ye violet^meads appearing 
Once fairer to my gase than poet's dr^m-^ 

Now all your golden light to glooln is veering, 
And every floweret laves in Lethe's stream. 

Hills^ valleys, meads, no changes ye aremoarning; 

Tis to the hopeless every star appears 
Like lamps in dark sepulchral vistas foumini^ — 

And every dew«tipp'd flower is gemm'd with 
tears ! 



, / 



WITH OXHB9 POBMS. ' 83 



SCOTTISH SONG. 

Air — *' Hae ye seen in the calm dewy momin'\ 

Hae ye seen in the chill, hoary gloamin. 
The wild^rose, sae droopin' an' pale, 

ReviTe in the smile o' the mornin' — 
And breathe a' its sweets on the gale ? 

!s^ae aft I hae seen the sad bosom 
By gloomy despondency prest--^ 

Revive at the soft v^ice of friendship — 
And hush a' its sorrows to rest. 

Sae aft, by the world forsaken, 

Hae seen the worn countenance sn^jie 

Wi' light, that had long been eztinguUh'd- 
And joy, that had beam'd to beguile. 

O ever, on life's changin' journey — - 
Be thus thy sweet duty to shed. 

The timely refreshiu' o' friendship, 
On the drooping and desolate head. 



G 2 



a^ TRANSLAT>lP^3 ^«PK[.T#« ^OERBI AN, 



SONNET. 

From forth a mountain-creyice bubbling clear 
A streamlet issued ; 'twas the noontide hour 
And the fair sun lodk'd forth in all bia poUr^Ff^" • 

Smiling enamour'd on the budding ycMf^ , .j I 

Music was coining on the breath of Maj*^.' o >• i 
Sweeter than art's most touching symphony ; 
But that low streamlet's tiny tnelodyni- m(! i.^^ ; . / 
Thriird through my heart a more subduing iay-i/ 

Museful and list'ning its pebbled Mk, :. m kiS 
Ringhig glad numbers in the charmed ear — 

Grateful as when unlook'd for joy befids<. -it >r; A 
Life's traveller— journeying with, many a: |«at4^ 

Finest delight a moment fix'd me there^^^ ii ^^ {^n/ 

Deaf to all other sounds, on earth tnr in 4h*riaiiKi \ 



», f 



i^ H •' wrt*^ (^ttftft -i^o^W^- ' ^ ' * '' ■ *l 



ON A WITHERED WILD-ROSE, 



RECBIVED WHEN CONFINED BY. ILLNB$S. ^. 

I SAW theci not lAiien liwettly hloomidg' - •' ' r /^ 

Upon tbn^loiiely way -side bank ; 
On others fell thy breath perfuming. 

Ere death had made thee cold and dank, * 

Yet we have met; unlook'd for ffeeeting! > '- 

Notiiin :the sbft and balmy air 
Where friends with friends the spring are greeting. 

But on a sickly bed of care. 



To me thou aft not less the fairer, 
ThxHtgh now bereft of life and bloom ; 

And well thy poi»y raits a wearer 
That haiitei with it unto the tomb ! 



f,' 



..a 



What though in childhood unattended 
By nursery-slaves from morn to even ; — 

Far fairer tints thy countenance blended. 
Fresh from the master-hand of heaven. 



M TRANSLAtlONS FROM THE iGERMAN, 

The tears of spring upon thee nightly 

Fell softly, sweetly, to disclose 
Each iafaat-btidding grace more brightly, ' 

Thou lovely, ^ild moss-rose. 

And natul-e, trader parent ! by 
Stood looking with a mother's fears — 

Lest in her lap her child should die. 
Scarce born, amid so many tears. 

And when at last she saw thee perish-^ 

So gently, by so fair a hand — 
She wept ! — ^but quickly turn'd to cherish 

More fondly thy young sister-band. 



THE WISH. 



When age descending flecks my head 
With scattered tresses, silvery grey — 

And furrow'd lines, by sorrow made. 
Speak to the gaze a toil-wori^ day. — 



;l 



WITH OTKI£K POEMS* 8? 

Calm may I find some ready bower 

Where Contemplation, maid serene—* 
Brings gladly as her vot'ry's dower — 

Fair images ot placid mien. 

■■■-'J? ? 

Though life hath been a rugged way. 

And chilly blasts have ^numb'd my frames- 
Spare, Heaven ! warm fancy's youthful play — 
O spare my heart to pity's claim. ., 



? f 



Oft by my fire in frplic mood 

May youth, with.i|iidisi^mbled gljBe, 

Beguile the cheerful solitude. 
That shro^s me from a stproiyiiea., ^^ 

With many a spng of early days 
Renew the mem'ri«s of myyouth^- 

When fancy lent its pleasing rays 
To veil the unsuspected trulh. 

' ' . ■••'■• 

A nd when my stifling bosom takes 
Of time and Qtil4tg9 a biaA fare well — 

Mine be the exit that awaki^ 

No murm.vruig^gazer torebelirr. i . ^ ,\ 
But the sweet liope — ^that all is well. 



t>^ 



^, TRAM8LATiaN9« FSMT Tlltf 'tf^RMAN, 



THE FLIGHT OF TIME, 



FROM 



'Sit^itt' 



-♦.; 



^ * THR«BVOtD 18 the stroke of fime ; '^ '' ''' * 
The future — ^will be heard anon — 
The present — as an arrow^s gon^ — . .^ j . .^^\ 
^The pasf 8 a silent chime. 

Impatience hastens not its course. 

No fear— no doubt, delays; . i ;>.< iul/ 

No wayering, no enchaotmeni's force 

The present moment stays. 

. . •'.. '.nil tiJsiftti^fA 

And would'st thou, happily tmd '#i8e. 

Conclude thy life's decline — 
The caaCioys fatare must adVls^,^ *"' '»*'''* ^"^ 

But present deeds b^ithlflfd,-^''^ 
Give no inconstant friend thy hearf — .. 

And bid a changeless foe depart, "^ ] 



^|yWn>WJIWl15TI«BKPO«lf>il5««^A>lf ^. 



a/u &ON!G\t r( SHU 



FBAM 



For eyer thine ! thoiig^ se^.a^d Ui^,^^ thee. 

For eyor thiDe ! ^ -* if 

Through burning wiistes and winds — wbaie'ejLoetide 
me — 

For ever thine ! 

'Mid dazzling tapers tft theniaH^le'tnUcd/*^^ 
--♦'Fbifetertlftris! ' ^ •:^»t-^^*^*-'' <>^- 

Beneath the erening moon in pastoral valleys, 
^.Far'^aver^hiDelv' - r Liia w la£ 

And when the feekift !a||ip:^fil4%^«|^Ml9o uii I 

B^OfOfl^ydifiBMft-n ■.■'iH.'iq j»ifl 

My breaking heajt w[ll e9ho, ftiU;|^^^^^ 

For ever thine ! 



^ TRANSLATIONS FROM THB GERMAN, 



THE DRUM. 

" I hate that drum's discordant sound 
Parading round, and round and round." — • 

I LOVE to hear the warlike sound 
Of drums parading round aikd round : 
To me it speaks^ than music more — , 
Of many a glorious struggle o'er.--<r 
Of patriot-valour beating high — 
Of tyr^ny's expiring cry; .,, ,, 

What Briton loves not such a sou«4 
Of drums parading round and round ? 
And should deploring orphans tell [ 
How in the^ght their father fell^— 
A grateful king ^d country bum 
To scatter honors on his urn. — | 
With all aieUherfs love ppssest 
To clasp the mourners io their breitst — 
And bid them rise like him to fly, 
AttrttB^pled Freedom's, thrilling cry ^, , 
Therefore I love the warlike sounci - 
Of drums parading round and rouiidrr- 
Speaking of toils for freedoni bore. 
Of many a glorious struggle o'er, 
Of patriot-valour beating high, 
And tyranny's expiring cry. 



WITH OTHER POEMS. 



ih 



SONG. 

O Love, why flattVing, luring cbj^at, 
A fraveller with delusiv^e ray — 

Who look'd to thee^ shpijdd •tempests beat — 
To light him on his lonely way? 






Methought thou wert a lorely bo^, 
With Bmtliofg eye iand ro^y cheeky 

A fairer spring of hope ami joy; ^ 

Than mother's eloquence could speak- - 

A flower — whose bloom at ihortiing caught. 
From many a dew-drop glislnhi^ clear — 

Foretold a bosom richly' fraught 
With balm for pale-eyed Sorrow's tear. — 

■ . ■ .s -. • 

The flower — ^the boy — Pve seen then< lie 
Bereft of all their bloom in didath ; ' 

And ever thus the visions fly 
That hang upon thy fleeting breath.' 



a9> TRAMSLAIVOVS <FltO>r^ TH«' Ot&RM AN » 



.».-: • ■ ■ • •.. •■• ••' • 



WAR-SONG. 

^ , Ilecember, 1826. 

SuBUMB it is to see 

Old Eitgland leap to.arms-^ 
Unshenth htr glitt'ring sword--^ 

And show how. freedom wtnns ! 

The soldier's cheek is flush'd . 

With co|lqJ^^st yet to.ooini^^ . 
And scarce caa brook to wait* » > 

The thiuidBfs of. tbe.druoK -, 

A softer feeling thrills 

The maiden's gentle heart ; 

With dark foreboding fears 
She sees her love depart. 



The dastard sons of slaves 
With falt'ring step, in vain 

Attempt to rall^ routid 
The trAmpled flag of Spain. 



' * *> i 



■ ^ >0»" 



Spare, spare that fallen foe^-^ 
And pour in oil and witaie ; ' 

Fair Merty'sl gemtle voice ' ^' *' ^ 
Was never do ditine. -^1 



« ^ u ^^ WfTit^ OTiieit% POdEMIS./. < ^ V" / in 

The KiDg from off his throne 
Among his people gyes ; 

Their griefs he makes his own—* 
And with their trinmph glows. 

Our King and country then — ' 

Let every Briton cry. 
Fight as his fathers fooght, 

Or — as his fadters die. 

Sublime it is to see ' 

it 

Old England leap to arms 
Unsheathe her awfnl sword-^ 
And show h^w freedbm wsfrms ! 



. • r 

A VOICE FRQId A|ABi.TfLON! 

A VOICE was heard at Marathon , 
Which fulmiii'd over Greece ; , 

Twas heard on Albion's rocky shores " 

• .» > ■ 

In the slumb'rqus time of peace.. 

Arise — arise! 'tis I tl^it caljk* . vm^I^^ 
Even Freedom's self, awok^ /- 

From the sluggish sleep of maa)i an .age 
Beneath the Turkish yoke. ^< 



9^ TRANSLATIONS FROM TH^ GERMAN, 

From every dime my legions crowd ; 

The blue-eyed GermsD; starts 
From mystic dreams and reveries,*^ 

And from Adelaide he parts. 

The picture at his bleeding heart 

Is of the weeping fair ; 
And every ring npon his hand 

Is braided with her hair. 

But think not that his arm is weak 
Though soften'd is his eye ; 

And still he linger from the war 
When she, belov'dy is nigh. 

Like lightening on the routed foe 

Anon I see him speed ; 
I hear his shout of victory ! 

For glorious Hellas freed ! 

And together to the hpase of pray'r. 

We'll all as breth'ren go — 
When Christ hath rear'd his fallen cross. 

And laid th' oppressor low. 



/I 



wi+lt otfi^R ^6fiM*s. '- fe 






I 



' t . . ■. ' 



TO GREECE. 



Whbn hoary wisdom, to tbe brave 

Of ages past^ in thee — 
Immortal Greece ! her counsel gave, — 

'Twas— -ever to be free ! 

And Poesy tiie lesson taught 
To many a list'ning throng ; 

Inspiring, as her bosom wrought. 
With extacy of song ! 

Their mingling voices Hellas woke. 
As with an earthquake's sound ; 

And never could a stranger's yoke 
Pollute her sacred ground. 

Her native plains his burial-place — 
Her mountain-pass his bed — 

His dust too honor'd in disgrace 
To mingle with her dead. 



TRAN91^AT10N8 FROM TH£ GIRMAN, 

Bttty will thou say — what boots the slaTo- 

The gloiiefl of his line — 
Or what to him the Tanish'd braye — 

The tAle of Troy dirine ? 

Reviler ! even fur ages more. 

Though slavery debase — 
The stamp of heaven the Spartan bora. 

No ages can efface. 

For still does holy Freedom dwell 
Each haunted stream beside ; 

Still from the muses' sacred well, 
Aonian murmurs glide ! 

As blue the wave— the balmy sky— 
The heart as virtue-fraught — 

As when a Socrates could die- 
As when a Plato taught 

O lead me where the Samian fields 

Untiird — uncultur'd lie ; 
That, ere the bloody Moslem yields — 
While yet my arm its weapon wields — 

For H£LLA8 I may die ! 



-'TfMh f(i* '"!'■■ '! ^;.'i" - /•*» ■•■;f^-. Hi'^/ pifi 

THE GERMUfl.fATBVfi'lAJliP. 



Which is the German's father-land 1 ' 
Is't Prussia's or Schwabia's landt 
Is't^libre the Rhine's rich vhitage streams ? 
Or where the northern sea-gull screams ? 
Ah no, no, no ! 
His father4aBcPs not bounded s^ ! 'o"^ 

Which is the Oorman's father-land?' ''^^'' 
Bavaria's or Stiria^i land ? -^^ 

Is't where the Marsian ox unbends ? 
Or wherf^ |he JEdackaman pfot^ieji^^.tf: j/, 
Ah no, no, nol . , _ .^v^ ,,fr 

His father-land's not bounded sp. .,^ ^^ ^ ; 

Which is the German's father-land ? 
Pomm'rania's — or Westphalia's land ? 
Is it whetfe s^i^p'the l)uniati WaVeif '^Z ^ 
Or where the thund'rin^ tliiitttbe^r^Tc(iV 
Ahno,#;^4o'! ' '■'' '■" ^«^^ 

His fatheMaid^Si not boiiiided'so ! ' **'*'*' 



99 TBAN8LATION8 FROM THE GERMAN, 

Which is the Oerman's father-land? 

O tell me now the famous land ? 

I8*t Tyrol, or the land of Tell ? 

Such la^ds and people [^ease me well;-^ 

Ah no, no, no ! 

His father-land's not bounded so ! 

Which is the German's father^land — 
Come tell me now the famous land ? 
Doubtless it is the Austrian state — 
In honours and in triumphs great? 
Ah no, no, no ! 
His father-land's not bounded so ! 

Which is the German's father-land ? 

So tell me now the famous land ? 

Is't what the Princes won by sleight 

From the Emperor's and Empire's right ? 

Ah no, no, no ! 

His father-land's not bounded so I 

Which is the German's father-land ? 

So tell me now at last the land ? 

As far 's the German accent rings 

And hymns to God in Heaven sings-^ 

That is the land ; 

There, brother, is thy father-land. 



WITH OTHBR POBMS. 9Q 

There is the German father-land 

Where oaths attest the g^rasped hand — 

Where truth beams from the sparkling; eyes« 

And in the heart love warmly lies^-' 

That is the land — 

There, brother, is thy father-land. 

That is the German's father-land 
Where wrath pursues the foreig;n band ; 
Where every Frank is held a foe. 
And Germans all as brothers g;low — 
That is the land — 
All Germany's thy father-land ! 



O SAD humanity — how many are thy woes ! 
When shall above thy head the dashing; billows 

close ! 
Look at the smiling babe — upon its mother's breast,. 
Methinks in all the world the bed of sweetest rest. 
But fell disease and pain have rack'd that tender 

frame, 
And more than all beside — it knows no father's 

name 
Deserted and forlorn on life's tumultuous sea 
Thrice welcome be the waves that close sweet 

babe on theei 

H 2 



100 TRANSLATIONS FROM tHE GERMAN, 



GREECE. 

Sad as a funeral hymn I heard a sound — ; 

For I at eve had wander'd far away, 
Amid a church-yard's consecrated ground — 

And doubtless from its depths arose the myatic 
lay. 

ni'was not all weeping, for another strain 
S weird at the close to a rejoicing mood ; 

In such a symphony as might sustain 
The parting spirits of the happy good. 

Anon upon my eyes a glamour fell. 
Revealing to their gaze a wasted land, 

Soak'd in its blood ; and, fierce as loosenM hell. 
Amid the trampled dead a murd'rous band. 

Upon a cross an old man was impaled — 
His sacred dress — his look, yet mild ia deatb-*^ 

To touch his murderers all, all had fail'd*— 

But think ye that he grudg'd his partiag- breath? 

So rued the martyr on his bed of fire— : 
So Hampden, Sydney, wish they had no^ died ; 

So shrunk the Wallace when the fight was dive — 
And death or victory his country cried • 



/' 



:» > WITK OTHER POEMS. lOl 



Shudd'riog I tum'd me to a softer scene— 
A village home that had been sweet and fair; 

And still above the heavens were all serene, 
And gales from Hybia wander'd through the air. 

But here the demon had been busier still ; 

Breathing th' heroic look of « ancient Greece — 
Even the young mother deem'd it heaven to spill 
^ Her blood in such a holy cause as this. 

And such I saw, with her sweet infant pride. 
Wan, famine-wasted, calling on despair, 

To plunge them in yon river's gloomy tide — 
And soon, alas! beheld the hapless pair 

Swim by in peace; may God their spirits guide. 

No perjur'd Frank^-ao ruthless Turk beside ! 

Where were ye men of state — thou ♦ * « * * where 
That ye beheld not, even as I, the woe-^ 

The wreck of hopes, and ruin ye might spare. 
Did in your breasts one human feeling glow — 
For all the suffering is seen below ? 

O doom'd to infamy and foul disgrace — 
Ye who a nation's glorious struggle saw 

To shake her fetters — and the stain efface 
Of sway to murderers, whose will is law— 



102 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN, 

Yet look'd unpitying on — or feigned to feel — 
WhUe secretly ye edged the tyrant's steel ! 

Down to the dnst — Kings, Lords and Princes — all ; 

Ye bear not on your brow the stamp of roan : 
Unmoy'd ye heard th' expiring victim call — 

So Heaven requite you with her righteous ban. 

Yet who shall tremble for the blest event 
That gives to Greece rejoicing for her sorrow ? 

The tree to day of all its honors rent — 

Waves its green branches in the sky to-morrow. 

Yes — ^yet shall arts arise — the temple stand 
Refulgent in the golden light of day. 

Where true religion with her sisters bland 
May come, unscath'd by Mahomet, to pray. 

And there the pilgrim from another land — 
Who haply breath'd for Greece some patriot 
lay. 

Amid the throng with throbbing breast shall stand 
And swell the rapture-shout that hallow'd day ! 



WITH OTHER POKMS. 163 



THE PRODIGAL. 

I FOUND thee in a desert land. 
Beneath a dark and wintry sky ; 

No friend to take thee by the hand. 
Or wipe the tear-drop from thine eye — 
Around — ^as far as thou could'st spy — 
No resting-place or refuge nigh. 

An out-cast from thy father's home 
For ever thou had'st wander'd there. 

In woe and weariness to roam 
Beneath the burden of despair ; 
The hunted deer may find a lair — 
But blood-hounds tracked thy path of care. 

When renovating Spring bestowed 
New otfspring on the barren tree. 

No musing led thee to thy Gt>d, 
That he in love would quicken thee. 
As fruitful in his sight to be 

. In deeds of truth and constancy. 



104 TRANSLATIONS FROM 

Tbe summer moonlight charm'd the^ 
To worship tho primeval beam ; 

Thou walk'dst in day-light and forgot 
Who gave the geniRl earth to teeoi 
With plenty's ovcr-flowing slreair— 
Who watch'd from danger to redeei; 




No thankfulness thy heart inflam'd. 
Thy mute-ty'd tongue no praises gave ; 

By chastisement and want untamed, 
fveti to the terrors of the grave. 
Bade mute defiance, as to save. 
Were now a boon too late to crave. 

But, ah, bow alter'd was thy look 

When mercy, as a beam from Heaven, 

The darkness from thy bosom took 

And show'd in Christ thy sins forgiven ! 



EVENING MUSINGS. ,. , 

Emerging 'neath the dark cloud's sullen ffowi^ 
The smiling suD a ling'ring Ijstre sheds; 

Far east in yon low vale the murky town 
Hath mingled in the gloamin's darkest shades. 
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Along the. bill. the mists of eTeniog glide. 

And catch, at times, the purplings of the sky; 

Hark ! the far music of the ocean tide. 
Or pipe of fairy-land that hastens by. 

Sweet pipe ! if all that poets dream be trua, 
Thy ^trains awake a sinless rapture ever ; 

No bitter after-thoughts the dance pursue 

Where forest- glades from curious mortals sever. 

Upon the green the fairy people meet — 
Upon the green they foot it deftly round. 

Scarce dash the dews their happy-twinkling feet — 
Wakes not the grasshopper the tiny sound. 

Hark ! to the torrent from its troubled source 
Rebounding — ^ying, as its waters fall, 

Now foaming wild — ^now slumb'ring on their course. 
To join the deep, and sport in Neptune's hall. 

'Tis said by shepherds when the evening star 
Frees the tir'd labourer to a night's repose, 

The spirits of the stream are heard afar. 
Singing their loves — haply their many woes. 

Oft have I sat beneath the time-worn oak. 
To catch the sounds — and miCrk th' unearthly 
5 tone ; 



lOe TRANSLATIONS FROM THE 6RRMAN, 

But not a sound the solemn silence broke, 

Save the chill night-wind's melancholy moan- 
Save the lone flutter of a startled bird 

Winging its broken flight to deeper glades — 
Save the decaying sounds at distance heard. 
When musing twilight beckons to her shades. 



THE WANDERER LONGING AFTER 
HIS NATIVE COUNTRY. 

SONG, 

FROM 

My native land, on thy sweet shore 

Lighter heaves the breast; 
Could I visit thee once more 

How I should be blest ! 

Heart so anxious and so pain'd, 

Fitting is thy woe ; 
My native land, what have I gain'd 

By wandering from thee so ? . 
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Fresher green bedecks thy fields—- 

Fairer blue thy skies ; 
Sweeter shade thy forest yields^ 

Thy dews have brighter dies. 

Thy sabbath-bells a sweeter note 

Echo far and near ; 
Thy nightingale's melodious throat 

Sweeter thrills the ear. 

Softer flow thy lavish streams 

Through the meadow's bloom ; 
Ah ! how bright the wand'rer's dreams 

'Neath thy linden's gloom ! 

Fair thy sun that flings around 

Genial light and heat — 
To my father's household gate 

Let me bend my feet ; 
There, forgetting all the past — 
I will rest in peace at last I 



t 



4M TRANSLA1MON6 F4LPH T<U& laBRMAN, 



THE FATAL TREE, 

/ ♦ ^« -i'^ : ^ ' ' . ' *; 
ON THE LATE EXECUTIONS FOR FORGERY, 1822. 

The bell hath toU'd, to the fatal tree 

The iroo'd conriet calliDg ; 
No friend beside, save the Priest hath he, 

At this hour, the naost appallipg! 

O Crod, thy Son be soon must brook 

In native splendour sitting; 
And bear his doom from the mystic boojc — 

A righteous judge befitting. 

But where and who art thou that rent 
This soul from its mortal dwelling r 

No blood 1 see on its hands besprent — 
On Heaven for vengeance waiimgr 

Nay, nay, from blood 'tis pure'aiiSl (H^e'— 
As the dew of a pastofat vWefj—^^ 

Then righteous fifeaven f iow by'ltlffe^''^ 
That the crime with the puhishin(&6^ iluy ? 

Shame, shame ! 1 heard, as the pifisbtf^^ ^ell, 
From the multitudes round nie irailkih^ ; 

Shame, shame! and again 1 heard the bell. 
And anothet's chains a-cla^king.' ^ 



WITH OTHBR poms. - 109 



TO THE MOON, 

Y9LOM 



Why look'st thou thus so bright and fyk, - 
Above the fruit-trees gleamiog — 

Where once thy friends so raptured were — 
Such dreams of heaven dreaming? 

Withdraw thy soft and silver light, 
And shine as thou art shining;. 

When on th' expected bridal-night 
Pale death the wreath is twining. 

In vain thou smilest so bright and fair 
On this enchanting arbour ; ^ 

For never more the happjf pair 
Beneath its shade will harbour. , . . 

A dark and melancholy fate, 
Has robb'd me of my treasure ! 

No sigh for sigh I'll ever get — , 

No swimming tear of pleasure. 



J 10 TRANSLATIONS FROM THB OCRMAN, 

O, should the wander yet once more, 
Where I'm in peace reposino; — 

Then fling thy saddest lustre o'er. 
The grave-flowers' hues disclosing! 

And may she weep above the tomb 
Where roses strew their blossom ; 

And pluck one floweret in its bloom, 
And |yre9s it to her bo«om I 



ABS£NC£. 

Tis but a day since I was near thee. 
And yet, metfainks, long years have past ; 

While every parting seems to tear thee 
More rudely from me than the last. 

Yet I could leave thee — could absence mttke thee 

For one short hour be not with me — 
Without a pang, save lest thou forsake me 
• To be with some more dear to thee. 



. I 



yM^wWmii OTRSR POBMS. I ' Hi 

SONG, 

tROM THB 

, (Sjrrtnatt. . , 

Soothing words — ** well meet aeain I" 
Star of Dope« true love discovers; 

Sweetest balsam to our pain^- 

Light-^above the tomb that hovers* 

When our friends are weeping; round, 

As in death dissolves our pain — 
Cheering hope's delightful sound 

Echos — <' we shall meet again!'' 



When to solitude we go. 

And the ceaseless fears complain 
Of the friends bereaved so— 
**^Hdp^ still dings ^we'll meet again.'* 

When tife l^tdate of the grave 
Sweeps us flrom this scene of pain— - 

Dove of Peace I thine olive wave— • 
Beck'ning us to meet again ! — 



• / 
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WHY? 

FROM 

Say, Nature, why with Alpine ramparts boundiDg 

The Muses' and the Arts' fair father-land ? 
Why with such Pyrenean heights surrounding 

In all its bloom fam'd Tempe's lovely strand ? 
Thy gold is buried deep in earth ; 

And even Hygeia's fountain, springing 
'Mong rocky valleys, has its birth 

Where scarce a bird is singing. 

And Nature spoke — " To keep the Goth and Vandal 

Secluded from the silent Muses' seat ; 
Lest touch profane their hallow'd shrine should handle 

I made the path so thorny for the feet : 
I hid the Spring from languid pleasure 

In secret fissures, and the gold 
Lest ye should covet treasure 

In cavern'd depths emboweird." 

In every vale at labour^s touch arises 
The bosom-consciousness of happy days ; 

And temperance a sweeter meal supplies us 
Than ever charm'd the most luxurious gaze. 
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The people of Germania, 

With woods I fenc'd around. 
The tribes of proud Britannia 
With ocean's ramparts bound ; 
And yet o'er Tempo's vale stalks rapine/ rending 

Tire Arts and Muses from their father-land ! 
They hidethe spoil, the driyellers ! while contendin 
They, like the Greeks, such mysteries understam 
' Subh seek the sacred fountain 

Where Hygeia's murmurs flow. 
And dig within the mountain 
For treasure — to their woe. 



SPRING. 

O HASTEN where the dews distil 
The incence of the flower, and fill 
The heart with such a thankful hymn. 
As may be not unworthy Him 
Who spreads the dew upon the flower. 
And dresses nature's summer bower. 



* We have happily improved on the example of our predeces- 
iors in this respect, and now add murder to robbery, Alas ! pocir 
Greece. 

I 
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O far from me the voice of man, 

And far soft woman's witching look ; 

While murmuring winds my bosom fan. 
And music breathes from every brook. 



Tis solitude I seek ; to be 
"Where not a voice is beard — 

Save the wild murmur of the be 
The music of the bird : 



The far-off sounds thou cans't not tell 

From where or how they come ; 
Tis haply now the sheep-fold's bell — 

Or the distant river's hum. 

Hail Nature's jubilee, the Spring ! 

Hail woods and streams, all verdure-drest ! 
Thus ever on your whispers bring 

Relief unto the wounded breast. 
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PRAISE OF WOMAN, 

FROM 

dP. ibtoUinrg. 

How blest the man to whom a wife 
Is given to cheer his languid life, 
Faithful like the dove, and fair. 
Every virtue for her share ! 

O how great his many joys. 
Changeless rest his hours employs; 
For no clouds can dim his sky 
With such love for ever nigh. 

Like the moon-beam's silver light — 
So her smiles inspire delight — 
So her kisses gloom allay, 
Scatt'ring roses on his way. 

When a hasty mood comes o'er him. 
And even friends in vain implore him ; 
When with rage his breast's inspired. 
And his eye with fury fir'd — 

I 2 
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O how soft her accents fall. 
And to kindliness recal, ' 

Like the fresh'ning evening shower 
Stealing on the burning flower ! 

Toil to him how sweet and light ! 
Every hour what rich delight ! 
For at every evening's close 
Waits for him unvext repose. 

Angels watch upon his rest. 
Close his eyes, and sooth his breast — 
For the Almighty's father- hand 
Twin'd his holy marriage band. 

God gives his sons a manly heart. 
And stirring blood in virtue's part ; 
And nerves with might their youthful arm- 
And bids their breast at freedom warm. 

O his daughters' modest charms. 
How their worth the gazer warms ! 
Every look the mother showing — '■ ^ 
Pure as streams in sunshine flowing !^ ' 



\ > 



Blessings such as these may well 
Parent-breasts with ragture swell. 
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And united thanks demand, 
At the blest recipient's hand. 

Gold's a source of false delight, 
Fame — a phantom of the night ; 
Who at honours aim, gets cheated — '• 
Books are empty — and conceited. 

But 'tis Heaven that gives a wife. 
Wanting her is wanting life ; 
She it is makes labour sweeter. 
Till in Paradise we meet her. 



ON A COMBAT BETWEEN A LION 
AND TWO DOGS. 

From where the sun in torrid fervor smiles 

Upon his child — the monarch of the wood — 
A richer radiance bathes the seas and isles — 

Nature, through all her tribes, roves unsubdu'd. 
Sublimely stalks amid the solitude. 

The King of Beasts — so worthy of the name ! 
For still he preys not on ignoble food — 

Nor sullies his fair front with vulgar fame. 
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O how unlike humanity, the game 
That stakes his life upon th' ar^na fight ! 

Accursed thirst of gold, how can ye tame 
The English spirit to as base a sight 
As e'er adventur'd in the Mushing light ! 

Unworthy he that will not lift his yoiee, 

To shame the wretch who makes such deeds his 
choice. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF H. R. H. THE 
PRINCESS CHARLOTTE. 

WRITTEN NOV. 7th. 1817. 

Ah, what avails the pomp of birth. 

Or beauty's rapture-breathing bloom ? — 

Frail as the flower that gems the earth. 
And fleeting as its rath perfume. 

Soon in the still, cold-circling tomb 
The loveliest form shall lowly lie ; 

Soon speeds the dark, impending dooni 
That steals its witchery from the eye — 
And chills the bounding blood, and wings the 
last faint sigh. 
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Hark ! from yon lordly dome arise 
Sad notes of woe and deepest wail, 

Where, late, gay pleasure's mirthful eyes 
Danced to the song and sprightly tale. 

Down the smooth stream, with easy sail, 
A gallant yessel won her way ; 

Wanton'd the soft, propitious gale. 
And brightly glow'd th^ ascending day — 
When, lo! the tempest lours, and sweeps the 
bark away ! 

Fast drop the tributary tear. 
To beauty, youth, and goodness due ; 

A nation's hopes within the bier 

Have vanished as the Summer's dew. 



ON THE SAME. 

If e'er the feelings of the grieved heart, 
Swollen into might beyond the show of art — 
May dwell in all the sad delight of woe — 
On faded hopes, and wail the sweeping blow- 
Sure 'tis when souls of more ennobled kind, 
Whom vainly fashion's winning mock'ries bind 
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Crushed in the freshness of their vernal morn, 

Leaye widow'd love in hopelessness to moura. 

Such Britons mourn in Charlotte's early doom^ — 

Charlotte ! of Britain's throne the prid^ afi4 bloom, 

Whom every virtue own*d— each mental grace 

That sheds sweet passion o'er the breathing face. 

Around whose presence all that's lovely smiled — 

And even dark Sorrow of her thoughts beguiled ; 

Her cherish'd memory time shall ne'er destroy, 

But live in hist'ry as a people's joy. - 

Thron'd in their hearts, she sought no nobler sway — 

And show'd to kings how nations majr obey. 

But thee, O Leopold I what 'vails it now 

To think on that sweet form, and open brow ? 

Alas ! I dare not offer thee relief ; 

Thy woe is sacred, hallow'd be thy grief; 

Still seek her in bright Clermont's lovely shades-— 

Still think thou see*st her gliding through its glades. 

In every sound that echos from afar, ^ « 

Still think thou hear'st her on the light guitar ; 

Cherish her mem'ry — O ever dwell 

On every gentle word that from her fell. ^ 

As kind as her, benevolent and good — '^ 

Her's was thy youth — be her's thy widowhood ; 

And when at last thy parting spirit flies — ^ 

Go seek her radiant in yon starry skies. 
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THE HOUSE OF PRAYER. 

TwAS a hallowM spot— that house of prayer. 
Where thou wert wont in youth to go ; 

Thy father — mother, worshipp'd there — 
And found a balm for every woe. 

And wilt thou pass its portals by — 
And scorn the Sabbath-hymn to hear ? 

Forbid it ! the last whisper'd sigh 
Thy father breath'd into thine ear. 

Forbid it— every thought of her — 

That nurtur'd thee in infancy — 
The mem'ry of that simple prayer 

Whisper'd upon a mother's knee. 

For darker days are coming fast — 
When thou wilt need some friendly hand — 

Some haven in the tempest's blast 
To guide thee to the better land. 
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•' 



THE WISH. 

O COULD I mingle with the sky, 

And see, and hear, the dwellers there — 

With what transported mind I'd fly — 
To that serener, purer air ! 

As the young eagle leaves his bed 
To travel with the glowing sun — 

Unchanged, untired, with wing outspread. 
And eye elate, he passes on. — 

So I would leave the world for thee. 
Thou temple of the soul's abode ! 

Unchanged, untir'd in flight to see 
Th' effulgent iinage of my God ! 

In vain ! the barriers of the grave 
Lie, dark and silent, far between ; 

No mortal arm may stem the wave 
That wafts us to the world unseen ! 

Pale, shuddering nature, stands aghast. 
Upon the wide and wasteful shore ; 

Beyond the gloom — ^beyond the blast. 
She calls on Heaven to light her o'er. 
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And see from realms of light descending 
A Comforter and Guide appear — 

New vigour to her bosom lending — 
And hushing every fear! 



GLOAMIN. 

• 

Far, far atiray the day-light dies, 

O'er the topmost hills the shadows creep ; 

The wandering urchin homeward hies ; 
The mourner — ^in the gloom to weep. 

The breath of eve scarce fans my cheek — 
The wild-bee's hum sinks soft away ; 

With long-lost friends again I speak, 

At the close of this twilight evening grey. 

Yon hoary stone with moss o'ergrowo. 
So soft a whisper steals to me — 

I cannot choose, but sit and muse. 
Where of old I stray'd in infancy. 

Yon mountain grey, where at break of day, 

I used with bounding step to climb- 
Still seems as fair, as though grief and care 
Were strangers to this earthly clime. • 
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The melody of stream and tree 

Are still as sweet and wild as ever ; 

With tearful eye, I hear the sigh 

Of the dancing leaves above me quiver. 

It is not Summer yet— the woods 

Are full of Spring's enchanting grace ; 

Where Winter bared the solitudes. 
Her fairy fingers I can trace. — * 

Trimming anew the fallen briar, 

And over-head the green leaves trailing; 
Sweeping the mighty forest-lyre — 

Or in the plaintive stock-dove wailing. 

O Nature how thine aspect speaks, 

Far more than heart or tongue can tell ; 

Thine are those vermeil-tinted cheeks — 
And thine that smile I know so well. 

Wilh thee in solitude to be — 

Where the wild-flower paints the riv'let's si 
Is sweeter — dearer — ^far to me 

Than to gaze on kings in all their pride. 

Butwhile my throbbing bosom fills 
With thoughts that dwell on other days ; 
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On early times, when, the distant hill» ' * ^ 
And the daisy shone-with a bfighter blaze. — • 

How chang'd the scene, but late so fa» ! • 
The breeze of evening sighs in yain : 

The mossy stone and the stream are gone. 
And 1 sit in darkness on the plain ! 



RHINE-WINE, 

FROM 

daitliitt0. 



With laurel wreath the glass's yintage mellow. 

And drink it gaily dry ; 
Through farthest Europe, know* my. worthy felldw,. 

For such in vain ye'U try. 



■.1*7 i 



Nor Hungary nor Poland e'er could boast ilk; 9^ 
And as for Gallia's vine, .^ rf 

St. Veit, the Ritter, if he chuse, may toast it. 
We, Germansr love the Rhine. 

Our father-land we thank for such a blessiqg. 
And many more beside; .. ;* 
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And maQy more, though little show possessing. 
Well worth our love and pride. 

Not eyery where the yine bedecks our border. 

As well the mountains show. 
That harbour in their bosoms foul disorder ; 

Not worth their room below. 

nrhuringia's hills, for instance, are aspiring 

To rear a juice like wine; 
But that is all ; nor mirth — nor song inspiring — 

It breathes Aot of the yine. 

And other hills with buried treasures glowing. 

For wine are far too cold ; 
Though iron-ores and cobalt there are growing. 

And chance some paltry gold. 



The Rhine — ^the Rhine — there grow the gay plan- 
tations ! 

O hallowed be the Rhine ! 
Upon his banks are brewM the rich potations 

Of this consoling wine. 

Drink to the Rhine ; and ey'ry coming morrow 

Be mirth and music thine ; 
And when we meet a child of care and sorrow. 

We'll send him to. the Rhine. 
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THE PATRIOT KING. 

Does virtue reign in rooms of state. 
And peace still thither fly ? 

Go stand at yonder monarch's gate. 
And hear the quick reply — 

" It is not here — ^it is not heire — 
That truth and honour dwell , 

Go seek them in some nameless bier- 
Or in a Russell's cell.'' 

Full oft where ^oses shed perfume, 
And gold and gems are rife. 

The wearied owner walks in gloom. 
Or shuns his hated life. 

And from th^ cup that courts his lip, 

The harpy furies look ; 
Nay, even 'tis said, he dreads to sip 

The meadow-scented brook ! 

Thus far my meditative song 
Despiseth gold and kings; 

But sudden stops — lest haply Mrrong 
Should mar the good she sings. 
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,1 ;For Xik» th^ radiant Sun abpv^^ .„ .,, ,^^ , . ^^ | 

A Patriot King below — . , , ^ 

(jtWitb^^ual hand may aca^r lonrp^-rp ..„) :| ^ j 
; ^ , With dqnal bounty glow. . ,,\ j^^i^ .j 



iTbe wretched rai^a — ^the oppressor .fling. ^ 
From off his dizzy height ; . . 

May make the widow's heart to sing. 
And joy diffuse as light. 

With what a rapture will his name 

Thus hallow'd burst from all, 
In after-times, when storied fame 

Her worthies shall recall ! i'- 



,-ii 
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THE MINSTREL'S CURSE, 

FROM 

Thbrb stood in times long, yaiush'id, a capUe.fiur 
to see^ .'. ^ 

Far seen o'er many a province» unto the wtnwmmt^; 

And spicy gardens circling, in blooming wntaths 
.were bounds 

"Where freshening waters sparkled their • 
hues' around. 



.» f , 
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There sat a mighty moiiarch, in lands and Tictfriet 

groat. 
Upon his throne reposing in sad and sc^emn iftate, 
For what he wills is terror — and what h€f looks 

rerenge, 
And what he speaks is statute — though blood his 

words avenge. ^ 

Once pass'd by this proud castle, a noble minstrel 

pair, 
The one with golden ringlets -^ the other hoary 

hair ; 
With harp in hand the elder, sat on a gallant 

steed, 
The other ran beside him, with youth's unwearied 

speed. 

And thus began the elder — " Now be prepared, my 

son — 
Let's choose our deepest measare-^ur best let now 

be done. 
All power of song' conjuring, of pleasure or of- 

smart. 
To-day we have to soften the monarch's stony 

heart.*' 

K 



^'1\« soft and pl^ ^** ^' 






TWoU»a«.»'«P ,..,„, trough *« 

Between W« ^ 



IP 



The <»«rlty nftg^ werestaniediMrd o^aa^d^lbeir idte 

jeers ; 
The monaich^s miglity warrkMrs to HeaveB oonfies^^d 

their fears ; 
Tke Qvteevtf all BWT'd, dtssolTing in love and tiBiidelr 

care, 
Tlu$0w from her breast a rosebud unto the minstrel 

pair. 

The Kiogy withnfinry Rowing, then caH'd wkh 

wrathful mien, 
'* My people yonVe deeeived, and would yon bribe 
my Queen ?" 
, And straight hns blade like light'iring the yovth'^ 

fair bosom gor'd, 
I Whence blood, ssre golden nMes«ffe»,vln)ni forth- 
in fountains pour'd. .'> ' 

Aad hke the dust m temp^sts^ispers'd the courti^'' 

swarm ; 
The! youth sank dowD expiring upon his master-d 

arm; 
Who o«< his> steed upraised him*, and wrapt bisv 

mantle round, 

And slowly < froR» tho eastie upon his way was , 

bound : 

K 2 
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Bill yel some ling'ring moments he stopt before tlie 

gate, 
While on its marble colamns, he hang Ills tunclil 

mate, 
That harp of harps the sweetest — and there iti 

chords unbent. 
And wail'd, while with the echo the castle-towos 

were rent. 

" Woe, woe to you proud castle, may never poelTs 

song. 
Nor minstrel's tuneful measure, be heard your 

haunts among; 
But sighs instead^ and wailing, and slavery's dst- 

tard tread. 
Till red revenge has emptied her vials on yosr 

head. 

Woe to you, spicy gardens, in lovely . suBHMr 

drest! 
Here— gaze on this dead count'nance, that blighf 

may on you rest, 
And turn your towers to deserts — each fonntaia in 

a stone. 
And death, for fruitful seasons, may rain yonr fieir 

upon. 
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Woe to yuu, ruthlega inurd'rer! of bard and song; 

the bane ; 
For fame'R ensanguin'd laurels be all your struggles 

Your uamc, your race, forgotten — enwfapt in 

thickest night — 
Like death's expiring vapour, elude the straining 

Thus pray'd the hoary miastrel — nor slow to hear 

was Heaven, 
Down fell the lofly ramparts, the halls to dust were 

Yet one proud pillar standing, told of its former 

might, 
Though doom'd, half burst, to ciurable some wild 

tempestuous night. 

And now where gardens flouiish'd — are waste and 

barren lands. 
No trees ibed cooUng verdure — no streams glide 

o'er the sands ; 
That monarch's memory hallows — no song — uo 

legend strange. 
Forgotten and unmentioo'd — such is the hud'a 

revenge. 
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LINES 

OK THE ANTICIPATED REJECTION OF THE 
CATHOLIC CLAIMS.— MARCH, 1827. 

From the Mornitig Chnmicle. 

Go, bind the martyr to the stake, 

And heap up hotter fires ; 
Your bumiog thirst of vengeaiioe slake — 

Nor fear the yictim tires : — 

'For who would not in freedom's cause. 
With freedom's crown before him — - 

Still victory chaunt,at every pause. 
Though limb from .limb ye tore hioi ? 

Ye countless millions yet unborn. 

Who, like your sires of did 
Tim tyrant's savage night will seonii — 

As ye will scorn his geld 2r^ 

Turn not — although your hearts entwuie 

About your father>land, 
But seek a home beyond the lini^ - 

A more propitious strand. 
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For there, Columbus' iierkage--^ 
A father's snule ye'll meet-^ 

A. refuge from th' op(>re8ior-8 rage—' 
A resting for your feet > 

For never will your foes relent, 
80 well they love oppression ; 

O no — so deeply l^eyre intent 
On Ireland's refarm&Uxm^, • 



M6 



SOLITUDE AND REST. 

What seek'st thou on the heathy lea, 

So frequent and alone ? 
What in the violet ca&'st thou see ? 

What in the mossy stone? 

* I beg not to be misunderstood here %8 alluding to the 
measures at present employed by Protestants^ for the diffusion 
of Christianity in Ireland. The Re — formation I speak of, is 
that which a certain party would accomplish at the point of the 
bayonet — ^for this is the ultimate consequence of their measures ; 
but this is certainly not the Reformation of Luther> isrhi^ ap- 
peals to reason, and to the Scriptures. 
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The eTeniag sky's empurpled dye 

Seems dearer to thy gase. 
Than wealth or fame's enitept'riag name. 

Or beauty's witching blaze. 

Go, mingle in the busy throng 

That tread th' imperial mart ; 
There listen to a sweeter song,. 

Than ever thrill'd thy heart. 

The treasures of a thousand lands 
Shall pour their wealth before thee ; . 

While friends on friends stretch out their handi 
And envious fools adore thee. 

Aye — I will seek that busy through 

And turn with keener zest 
From scenes of torturing care and wrong — 

To solitude and rest ! 



, AUTUMN. . . , ■ 

The yellow leaves fall from the Iree, 

No sportive insects dance around it ; 
The birds that to its shadow flee, 

r friend inJced have found it 



Down on the ground the leaves are falling;, 
Where late they threw a lovely shade; 

How fitly to the heart recalling 
The lost remembrance of the dead I 

The dead — where are they, what enduring 
In distant worlds of bliss or woe ? 

Gaze they on scenes like this alltirinf;? 
On summer's bloom, or winter's snow 1 

Does day-light wake them — gTiyest morn ? 

Dark ohadowy clouds their evenings bring ? 
For them the dew bedeck the thorn ? 

'Mid pathless woods wild echoes ring ? 

Old ocean chafes he on the shore — 

Where anchor'd hosts in peace are sleeping ? 

And war unfurls he as before — 
The imconquer'd banner, proudly sweeping 
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Does youth in that far world compli 
That life is all a fleeling show 

And stooping age toil on in vsin 
And beauty perish in its glow 

Cease, ccBse, vain dreamer and rerei 
The Sacred page to man revealing. 

All that the heart can hope or fear — 
When from this scene of trial steati 



] 



SONNET TO CHANTICLEER. 

Shbill Chanticleer, how at Ihy early aoiig.< 

Far-faded images of joy arise ! 
The sunny morn — the dewy grass — tlie loDg, 

Long journey to the hilli beyond the elcies. 

And all my wand'ringa in the springing year 
When, loos'd from school I stray 'd about at will 
Now on tbegoWny brae — nowby thewiniplin' j 

While no to-morrow chaced rac with its feat; 
Still in decaying life your voice can urile^Wi < 
For many a step I've taken— 
Of sorrow wander'd, but reviving ay 
I'o me tby ccaielessly -recur ring lay- 
As sounds tbat waken in the bosom's core.' 
The voice of one belov'd, sofl thrilling ri 
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TO MARY QTJEEN OF SCOTS, 

WRITTEN ON VISITING WESTMINSTER ABBEY 

My luurder'd Queen, aa on thine image a 

The giize alike of prince and peasant rested— 
As if, uosated of tliy tliriliing glance. 

They never until then of beauty tasted : 
So I, by lonely Contemplation led 
To muse awhile amid the silent dead — 
Turn mo from all around I hear or aee^ 
From all of Shakespeare ard of great to thee ; 
And think on all thy wrongs — on all the sham< 
That dima for ever thine oppressor's name : 
Ou all thy faults, nor few nor far between. 
But then thou wert — a Woman and a Quee 
Proud titles even in a barb'rous age, 
To stem th' impetuous tide of party rage ; 
While as I gaze each well-known feature s 
To stir with life, and realize luy dreams 
That paint thee seated on the Scottish throne, ' 
With all the blaze of beauty round thee tiirown 
Then see thee passing from thy dungeon-cell. 
And hear thy parting sigh — thy last farewell ! 
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POSTHUMOUS FAME, 



FROM 



No charms for me has such a fame 

As braying trumpets swell ; 
Whose every echo seems to shame 

The silence of the vale : 
The fame that like a tempest flies 
Even like that tempest quickly dies. 

But well I love the modest meed 

That seeks not for regard ; 
The thanks that from the heart proceed- 

The muse's best reward ; 
The tear that starts into the eye. 
And tells me that a brother's nigh! 

Not unto all that nature given 

The aptitude to form. 
As in the perfect mould of heaven 

A work, no faults deform ; 
From which, a masterpiece of art 
Posterity may ne'er depart. 



Before it, see, witli rapture blind 

Long after pupils stand ; 
Musing upon the mighty mind, 

Which moT'd ihnt master-hand ; 
Their heating bosoms all the while 
Glowing as glows the artiat's toil. 

Ab sailing OQ the stream of time, 
We pass from wave to wave, 

Till eafe beneath a fairer clime ; — 
Wliat though above our grave. 

No name arrests the passer-by f 

Deeds are its record in tlie sky. 

When to the universal tomb 

Of nature I descend. 
My dust again in fresher bloom 

With future flowers to blend— 
And with my thoughts refin'd to rise 
To, greater beauty in the skies : — 

O 'twill be sweet, to all well-known 

To win the praise of all. 
And sweeter still — but yet unknown 

From virtue ne'er to fall ; 
Let goodness be my highest pride. 
But modesty that goodness hide. 
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Such man the creature uf his God, should dec 

His only proper fame ; 
The substance, not the shoW) esteem ; 

And seek no lofty name : — 
No boastings in hia bosom dwell. 
But shrink his own renown to swell. 



dp. StoUetg. 

Where the honey-suckle blows 
See how bright the riv'let flows 

Past forget-me-nevers gushing; 
Hark its waters falling yonder 
Where, as with the voice of thunder; < 
While the valley echoes under — 

Over rocks its streams are rushrng. 
Dearer is its course to me 
Here, sweet Anna ! for I see 

How its lapse our life resembles ; 
Gazing on its tranqui] light 
Beaming in tlie silvery night, 
All thy virtues rise to sight, 

Wliile the tear of raptnre trembles. 



WITH OTHER POUMS. 


1^^ 


GREATNESS IN ADVERSITY. 


ll 


IROtS 

JHaDlntann. 


i^^H 


What is't that immortal spirits delights, 


'^H 


When they look oa eartli below ?_ 


ii^^H 


A heart with misfortune that ever fights ; 


[^^^1 


' Still armour'd for weal or woe; 


^^1 


A resolute eye, that tirm and keen. 


1 


To heaven above cau tower : 


ffj 


Afar, where th 'immortal stars are »een. 


._^^H 


Is the seat of immortal power. 


..^1 


The tear that to the earth descends 


"^1 


Belongs, of right, to the earth; 


'^^1 


To its home above the spirit ascends 


.•v^^H 


Where it took its heavenly birth : 


i^^H 


Peace dwells on high with the angel-choir 


t'^^H 


In changeless mansions there : 


tfi^^H 


And the sigh that cannot in peace expire, 


i^^H 


Is a child's of dark despair. 


J 
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Clouds over the valley creep along — 

On the mountain the sunbeams glow ; 
Up, up, thou faint one, the skies among, 
I JViiefc nftr 4onpB, fiof |emfief|^|i|k>fr| , <| / j , 
The laurel that witits t^thfjomnfifp end. 

Is wreath'd with immortal flowers ; 
Up, up, and let thy pinion extend - . ; 
Its flight to the fadeless bowers. 

The mighty, the worthies of age9 goii07-r. , ^^^^ 

They foughland struggled like thee; j^, , ^ ^^^ 
Like the«tbelKej:oei went ever on ,2.. ^,fi/ 

The landrof jrewaid to see. « , , . ,' 

A voie* from their graves still rise^ np^ th^ 

Whose echo.D^ shouta can drown ;,. . _ ^ 
With unfalterjing band they drank ^ Qijp^ ^^ 

And now wear th'immortal crown. 

That's what immortal i^rpirits delight^, .,, ^^ . 

When they look on earth below ;-7 . , . .^^ 
A heart with misfortune that ever $g|rti|^Y-^ .. 

Still armoured' £or weal op woe: . ^ .-. 
A resolute eye that firm and keen ^ ' .>^. 

To heaven above can tower ; . - ,-«. . 
Afar, where th' immortal stars are ti^tfp, .^ ., 

Is the seat of immortal power. 



'■(HITB OTttCn rOBMS. 



-iff 



LINESONTHEDKATHOFH. R H.THE 
DUKE OF YORK. 



SET TO HDSIC BY M, STECCHI. 



Among the dead thy name is seen. 

Son of the Good ! as some fair star 
That looks in love on this sad scene— 

And soothing sheds — -not dread and war ; 
And sighs and tears, unheard^unscEn — 

Will speak for thee, the Soldier's Ftipnd, 
Far nioie than studied gloom of mien, 

Thau all that ran the great aiteail. 

But how a nation's grief be told 
Id feeble lines so dull and cold ? 
Go to yon widow'd one, and hear 
Her thankful heart and mark the tear 
Sweet gratitude's best eloquence, 
That speeds not on a vain pretence. 
And tells than song or music more, 
How for Ihe fallen we deplore ! •>'/ 
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Ll'o I 
When 



To Eden's land, 
O who will guide u 
For darker^-darker grows the Btraiidc> 
Who'll gaide us o'er with friendly hand, 
Atast who'll guide I 
To Eden-land? 

O Eden-laad I 
To you the spirit turning 
In all its hopes of bliss in dreams is burning ; 
The pledge to virtue of a better strand: 
They who the day ot trial stand 
Will rise, this mortal spurn 
To Eden's land. 

O happy land I 
On all the tempest-drii 
The mildest messenger thatstoeps froiu heaven 
Awaits — a beacon on the sand. 
To lead them on with friendly hud,. 
Where rest the dead, re-given 'i 

To Eden's Blraiid. ^ i 



WITH OTHBR POBBS. 



CHILDHOOD, 



fHattljiseon. 

Whkn the evening's radioi^c?,. 
Gleams o'er wood and cot, .• 
And the flute's aoft echos , j 

O'er the dancers float. — " ' ' "* 1 
Then thy spring-time feelings''^ '*'^'"'*'| 
How I feel again — ' '' "*'^ 

Thou of boy-hood'a pleasnrte; * 
Lovely aummer-reign ! 
Like the moon appearittg -' ^ L" 
'Pfeath the midnight cloud — i ( </l 
So my spirit rises -tfi )U ill 

From its gloomy shrpud — 
When in frolic measure ,,r) onn'^in 
Thy sweet image gl^fflp-.^jij ,r, M 
Soft in purple radif 
Wak'uing early dri 
Ah! with what incbantmenC' 
Glimmers the review, ' ''' ^ 
O'er the pasfs dead floW'reta-— 
Boy-hood — hack to youl ''-i*'W 
Thy dark night of sorrow 
Gleams even now afar— 
But the perfect morning 
Has no evening' star.- 
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SYMPATHY, 

PROM 

Through life's conflicting mazes 

What bitter waters flow I 
How niaoy a wadd W gases 

In vain for help beiow ! 
Not thus — with anguish trenibliQ|9 

Thy look was turned to heaTea; 
A heart — thine o^^n resemjbling — 

To solace thee was given. 
On this fond heart, reposing,. 

Disburden all thy grief ; 
No more thy cares disclosing 

To others for relief. ' 
Cease, cease thy murmurs bread^iog ! 

Bright in the future see 

Vlowers twined in flowers enwreathing 
The devious path for thee. 

The path — ^where on the morroin^ — 
All rapturous — thy breast — 

Shall bid adieu to sorrow, 
And nobler pleasures taste. 

FINIS. 
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" What haogs u^n thjr brow so darki 

When all so gay appear ? 
The gazers on thy face can mark 

The traces of a tear." 



And if it flowed in solitudt 

But O the balm of such a mood 
It brings a joy divine ! 

** Can friendship for thy loss impart 
'' Some solace to thy grief? 
To such unbosom all thy heart, 
And taste a sweet relief/^ 



/ .1- 



i)-^ 



Friends weep and plead, but guess in vain 

The secret of my woe ; 
Alas ! no losses I sustain, 

Howe'er my tears may flow, 

M 
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" Then up, and let thy youthful blood 

Aspire to noble deeds ; 
Thine is the age, by field and flood. 

To gather glory's meeds." 

Alas I the meed I seek to share. 

It smiles and shines afar ; 
Too high it towers — and smiles too fair — 

Like yonder glorious star. 

'< The stars-!— no envy they create ; 

Their light is all we prize. 
As rapturous we gaze their state 

Enthroned in cloudless skies.'* 

And so with rapture far on high^ 
I gaze — throughout the day ; 

The night, the night — I weep and sigh 
So long as weep I may. 
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CRITICAL NOTICES 



OF 



t&tvm^n Vort« 



Playful satire, deep and natural feeling, and a 

cheerful piety, characterize this original humorist, 

whose writings have diffused over them an angelic 

goodness of heart, adorned with all the graces of 

poetry. His collected works in prose and verse 

were published under the title of SammtUche Werke 

des Wandsbecker Boten. His songs are among the 

best in the German language. 

M 2 
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Has become one of the most celebrated names in 
Grerman literature, more from the peculiarities of 
his personal character, than from his Poems. 
He reckoned among his friends the most celebrated 
Poets of his day, for he honored Poetry as the 
fairest offspring of exalted humanity. To Father 
Oleim, as he was called during the latter years of 
his life, flocked young aspirants in poetry from all 
quarters. He was particularly attentive to those 
among them whose means were limited, and 
behaved to them with fatherly affection,** while 
the delicacy of his attentions increased their value. 
Among his numerous poetical productions, his 
Kriegslieder eines preusmcheti Grenadier» occufj 
the first place.' Many of his other songs are among 
the most popular in Germany, and possess hig^ 
lyrical inspiration. 

• It ia here worthy of remark that, for the most part, the Poef 
of Germaoy have been truly -worthy men. 
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This mighty name is well known in England; not 
so^ however, the varied strains of his exhaustless 
Muse, for with the exception of Lord F. L. 
Gower's translation of Faustus, scarcely anything 
has been done to familiarize English readers with 
that master-mind — ^which finds its most adequate 
type in this country in a Byron and a Scott. There 
is no department of poetry in which he has not dis- 
tinguished himself; from the simple strains of the 
pastoral, to the loftiest flights of the lyric muse — 
all are familiar to him, and he has excelled in all. 
M. Stoeber remarks that his lyric pieces are the 
best in the German language — and that if it were 
possible for the whole circle of German Poetry to 
be doomed to destruction, and he were called on to 
spare one work out of the whole, it would be the 
Songs and Minor Poems of Goethe. How sweet, 
he exclaims, are his songs ! how purely poetical in ; 
substance and form ! playful and tender, comic and 
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sad, by turns. Some critics, however, are of 
opinion, that his productions display little of the 
noble enthusiasm of the Poet, and are too often 
deeply tinged with the hues of a worldly philo- 
sophy. Hence they are better relished in ad- 
vanced life, than in the morning sunshine of 
youth. It would lead me too far to enume- 
rate his various productions, and the opinions of 
the most eminent critics regarding them, but the 
reader may consult with advantage the under- 
mentioned works.* 



Is one of the most distinguished names in Gtermta 
literature. His works are extremely numerous, 
and there is scarcely a department of literature 
which he has not enriched with some masterly 

* Madame de Stael, De I'AUemagne. — Goethe ak Menich und 
Sehriftiteller ; Convenations-Lexikon, article Cfothe; AusitteiiMB 
Leben, Pichtung and Wahrheit von Oothe; Jbrden's Tiirn'f 
Deutacher Dichter und Prosaiker. 
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pTDiluction of hiB genius. His cbaracter was 
essentially poetical. All bis thoughts weie pic- 
tures, and he could clothe the most abstract 
ideas in the glowing images of poetry. Thought 
and feeling were in him most intimately united, 
so that it might be said, his thoughts were feelings 
— his feelings, thoughts. The character of his 
imagination, which was disturbed by no inferior 
passion, was solemn and impassioned ', its 
costume, eastern. Jean Paul says, " The fancy 
of Herder, throughout all his works, breathes 
the pure atmosphere of heaven ; and, as in a 
temple connecrated to the divinity, suffers no 
unholy strains to proceed from it. Like a pious 
worshipper of the east, he dwells beneath the 
expanded arch of heaven, and sleeps only on 
the mountains." 

His Volhs-Liedei; or Popular Songs of all nations, 
translated into German, consist of the following ; 
Songs of the Northern Xations — the Green - 
landish, Lapponian, Esthonian, Lithuanian, Wen- 
dian, Tartarian , Morlachian (among which is the 
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80Dg of the Doble Lady of Asan-Aga). — Songs 
of the Southern Nations — the Greek, Latin, 
(among which is the Sicilian Boat-Song» '* O 
8ancti$tmap* with its old, simple melody ;) Ita- 
lian/ Spanish, French, (Rousseau's Song, <' Qme 
le Ja\ar me dure,*' is beautifully translated, — 
" O^ne dich wie lange wird mir Stund und Tag I") 
Songs fi'om Ossian, together with other Scottish, 
English, German, and Swiss Songs. The trans- 
lations are for the most part executed with 
facility, in corresponding measures. Such a garland 
of poetic flowers, in which are depicted the pains 
and pleasures, the love and hatred, the hopes and 
fears of almost universal humanity* in the affecting 
simplieity of national song, is interesting in the 
highest degree. The strains of the most distant 
zones here meet in harmony, and greet da ttota 
afar in the accents of home. Herdef s paasimi for 
such Anthologies is remarkable. Whererer he 
fourrd a rare exotic of exquisite poesy, be im- 
mediately transplanted it, with evident delight, to" 
the fields of his iiativo country. 
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Is a fayprite poet of the Germans. Harmony of 
language is eminently characteristic of his compo- 
sitions. His mind breathes in his poems — warm 
and intense— with an eye now bent on the lonely 
floweret of the valley, and now directed upwards 
to the stars. He has acquired immortal renown as 
an elegiac poet. His pictures of death are adorned 
with all the enchanting attributes of love. The 
horrors of dissolution in his poems are lost amid 
wreaths of flowers, and the music of harps. His 
elegies flow in the melodious accents of a tender 
melancholy, and captivate every uncorrupted 
heart, by their simple and affecting strains. 

> 

Several of his songs have been admirably trans- 
lated into English, by the Rev. Mr. Beresford, 
in a collection of translations from the German, 
published at Berlin, in 1802-3, in two small 
volpmes. 
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S.Mgftein'0 

Comic Tales are among the most popular in 
Germany, and are extremely numeroas. His 
Poems are chiefly in the same yein, and some of 
them are distinguished by a happy facility of 
thought and expression. 



Poems consist for the most part of songs in the best 
style of the Anacreontic : they were long favorites 
in Germany. His fame, however, is chiefly 
founded on his dramatic productions : his critical 
powers are also of the first order. He possessed 
a rare facility, and a comprehensiveness of view 
akin to that of Gothe. His voluminous works 
Constitute a body of literature, which leaves little 
else to be wished for. Few writers have had a 
greater influence on the age in which they lived. 
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Songs have acquired much popularity from their 
tender feeling and vigorous fancy. Many of them 
have been set to music by some of the first German 
composers, such as Reichard, Himmel, Winter, &c. 
The witty Comedy of *' Her odes vor Bethlehem,'* 
a parody of Kotzebue*s '' Hussiten vor Naunt' 
burg,*' was written by him, and he was for a 
long time editor of the Zeitung fur die elegante 
Welt. 



Is another of the favorite poets of Grermany. To 
the tender fancy of Holty he unites uncommon 
elegance and harmony of expression. He par- 
ticularly excels in the depicting of external natane, 
and is one of the best lyric poets of his country. 
He cannot, however, be exempted from the charge 
of a certain monotony and frequent repetition of 
the same images. 
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Schiller remarks, that ** Matthisson's muse is 
characterized by a pensive melancholy^ and a 
ceitain contemplatiTe enthusiasm which are much 
aided' in their effects oto a feeling breast by soli - 
tMe imd the view of beautiful scenery. In the 
tuifaillt of the busy world one image speedily 
eAUSM another, and this variety of impressions 
is' ndt always conducive to our advantage : so 
md^h the more faithfully, however, does nature, 
efisr 'sim|>le and in herself, the same, preserve 
w*Hhib us the feelings of which we make ber the 
confidant^ while in her unchanging simplicity we 
find ^<Mir own reflected back again. Hence the 
narrbiw « circle in which our Poet moves, the 
l^Hgth^bed - echo of particular . impressions; the 
oflNM^pealed recurrence of the same feelings^"* &c. . 
'Vhe:>7VoiM/a^orV opinion of his taaerits is suf-. 
ciflHtlyM shown by the numerous levies on his 



1^ • 



* Vide Schiller's Review of his Poems in his Protaiibht 
Schriften, • 



Is sometimes called the younger Maltliisson. 
His Poems &re distinguished by deep and teuder 
feeling, aad he dwells oa the joys of the past with 
a melancholy attachment. In the language of his 
friend Matthisson, " The muse is his inseparable 
compaoioD — in the proud halls of Versailles, as in 
the sacred shades of the lonely forest; in the 
desert moors of Flanders, as on the, picturesque 
banks of the Seine ; in the peaceful valleys of the 

pastoral Alps, as in the wild tumult of wai'."i: : 

In an account of a visit paid by Matthisaon,tat 
Salis in 1825-6, inserted in the IHitierva Taichat- 
buch for the present year, it appears that Sails still 
enjoys a green old age, although he has little 
time left for straying on Parnassus, as his fellov- 
citizens have contrived to overwhelm him with 
city-btmnesi, for his attention to which they show 
themselves truly grateful : — Are there any poets in 
Guildhall? 
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S»tft(ller— 



The greatest Dramatist of Gerinany — is perhapt 
more popular id England than any other writer of 
his coiiotry. His sentiments are more uniformly 
natural and ennobling, and the strains of his raose 
more in accordance with the lofty and meditative 
character of English Poetry. Madame de 8tael 
remarks, that <' As a father, husband, and friend, 
his character was perfect, and that his gifted mind 
was deficient in none of the qualities essential 
to an amiable and gentle character. The love 
of liberty, respect for the fair sex, admiration 
of the fine arts, and religious feeling, inspired 
his genius; and in analysing his works it would 
be easy to show how his chefs-d'osuvres illus- 
trate some particular virtue. Much has been said 
on the all-sufficiency of intellect; and I agree as 
to its competency in works eminently demanding 
skill ; b|it when human nature is to be depicted in 
the storms and depths of passion, imagination is 
not enough ; the soul of the writer must have beeo 
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agitated by the tempest, and restored to peace by 
the descent of influence from on high. Madame de 
Wollzogen, a friend worthy of comprehending 
Schiller, asked him some hours before his death 
how he felt himself: — * Calmer and calmer,' was 
his reply ; and, indeed, had he not reason to 
confide in the Deity, whose reign he had pro*- 
moted on earth V Sec, — Vide De VAllemngne par 
M, de SiaeL Daring's Leben von Schiller. 



There were two brothers of this name. Counts 
Christian, and Friederich Leopold. Their Poems 
have always been published together, but it is from 
those of the latter that the translations in the 
present volume are made. 

These brothers were distinguished during their 
studies at Gottingen, along with Voss and Biirger, 
for their love of Greek and German Poetry, in 
which latter they have acquired a name among the 
most celebrated of Germany. 
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Js an advocate at Stuttgart. He baa writteD Emit, 
Ilerzog von Schwaben, a tragedy, Ludwig dtr Baicr, 
a comedy, &c. His Minor Poems, on which his 
fame chiefly rests, were collected and published 
for the first time, in 181S, since which a aecood 
edition has Bp|ieared iu 18*20. A rich vein of 
poetic feeling, depicted in natural and glowing- 
colours, early gained him much fame. His ballads 
are particularly distinguished.* 



Is one of the most celebrated names of the pre- 
sent day. His poems are deeply imbued with a 
strong spirit of nationality, though they are often. 
harsh and rough. Love of country, a spirit of 
freedom, and a hatred of superstition, distinguish 
his poetical works. 
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Lttise, an epio. Idyl ia three books« is a composi- 
tion of the first rank. With the spirit of Homer 
it displays Christian piety, patriarchal simplicity, 
tender love, and unaffected portraits of nature. 

Voss appears most at home in still life 
descriptions of country clergymen. His Idyls 
approach real life much nearer than Gessner's, 
and contrast agreeably with the tumult of cities. 
His songs are thoroughly German. Many of 
them are devoted to the description of country 
occupations ; Reapers, Threshers, Spinners, speak 
in their native language. Collectively, they 
resemble the family pictures of the Flemish or 
Low German school. 

Voss's translation of Homer gave the Germans 
a fac'sindle of the old bard which no other 
nation possesses. His ever active nature also 
led him to translate Virgil, the Metamorphoies 
of Ovid, and Horace, and, in conjunction wiftk^ 
his sons, the principal plays of Shakespeare. . 



For the foregoing brief Sketches I am chiefly indebted to 
S^ober't kurne OeachicJtie der scJtonen Litteratur dtr DeuUehen, 
8yo. published at Strasburgh in 1825. 
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